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'I don't develop 
things gradually. 
I have one idea - 
then another...' 

- Micachu, p28 
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It's 2009, and it feels like everything's in flux. Of 
course, it's really only symbolic, this withering of one 
year and blooming of the next, but right now there's 
a sense of chaos in the air. The music business model 
teetering on anarchy, poverty is becoming a national 
pathology, and there's a whole lot of ideas whizzing 
round, still to find their destination. 

This is also the time of year when you're 
supposed to squeegee down the crystal ball and 
augur the bands that are going to break in the year 
ahead. An aggregation list like the BBC Sound Of 
2009 poll, of course, makes this something of a self- 
f ufilling prophecy: critics, of course, are mostly pack 
animals, echoing the opinions of their peers, and 
with this list set in stone, only the public can fail 
them now. For our Next Wave 2009 feature, then, 
we took a slightly different route: simply, what felt 
exciting to us? What made Plan B tick? 

Which brings me to our cover star. Sometime 
late last year, Void editor kicking_k fell head 
over heels for the music of Micachu. A makeshift 
pop producer from London, tutored in classical 
composition, but with a couple of grime mixtapes 
under her belt and a musical arsenal that includes 
home-made instruments, hoovers, and the contents 
of her kitchen drawer, Mica Levi feels like the 
figurehead of a genre that doesn't exist yet. 
Kick went out in search of the big story, but came 
back with fragments - but then, that's the truth 
sometimes, and who's to say that fragments can't 
be special, in their own way? (Not for nothing is 
Mica's debut album named Jewellery). 

The point is, sometimes, things aren't supposed 
to fit together easily. Music isn't always something 
that begins with ideas and ends with product, and 
history always finds a way to muddy its own clarity. 
As Prurient's Dominick Fernowsays, elsewhere 
in this issue, sometimes you don't know why you 
do things; but you do them to find out why, and 
exploring that why is worth ten dozen airbrushed 
narratives that feel smooth in transit but dump you 
out at the wrong destination. New motto for a New 
Year: remember, instinct always beats schtick. 

It's 2009, and everything's in flux. The music 
industry is convulsing. The economy is flatlining. 
It can feel a little bit like allies are thin on the ground. 
That's OK though. Time isn't in the habit of slowing 
down to let you get a breather. Just keep your 
head down, stay focused, ignore distractions. 
Seek the truth and ignore the bullshit. Still a lot 
to recommend about being the underdog. 

Happy New Year from all at Plan B. 
Louis Pattison 
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The Residents 

Kentish Town Forum, London 

For the Residents to put out a concept album is a real fuck-you 
to the iTunes pick'n'mix counter and a big wet kiss to vinyl you 
can roll your own on, but they're no 20th Century throwbacks. 
Rather, this is a band who have always been ahead of everyone 
when it came to costuming, stage design, film, performance 
and packaging, working as a multimedia crypto-art collective 
since the late Sixties. So: The Bunny Boy is a concept album, 
video series, and performance explosion about said Bunny 
Boy, an unstable and paranoid character who spends his time 
online searching for his lost brother Harvey. 

The only nod to their trademark eyeball heads is a stage set 
of two half-domes with jagged fringing on top, like lashes on 
a fly's eyeballs. They pulse bloodshot red, bile green, and disco- 
strobe as the show progresses. There is a boxed-in doorframe 
between them, and a huge video screen above that. 

The ongoing Btvnny Boy films are pretty watchable, with 
their rooms stuffed with decaying bunny toys, laptops, and 
the Singing Resident almost foaming at the mouth in his 
bathrobe. Indeed, to the right sort of tunnel-eyed, detail- 
scouring fan (of which the Residents have legions), they're 
endlessly re-watchable. They were all released online prior 
to the start of this tour, for dissection and forum analysis. It's 
a strategy that cribs from Lynch: what is going on here? How 
many times do you have to watch to discover what is a clue, 
and what is a shaggy bunny chase? 

Onstage, The Residents are kitted out in soft bunny 
costumes, their anonymity maintained by giant rabbit heads 
that stare you down like alien insects with lit-upeyes. Onlyth< 
Singing Resident, outed on the internet as one Homer Flynn, 
performs maskless, and he's a sasquatch of a guy in glasses 
and grizzle. His costume is the kind of dingy, saggy bunny 
suit you'd find left wadded in the corner of a fancy dress shop, 
returned in disrepair after a debauched furry convention. 

It's perfect for the unstable Bunny Boy character, wh 
off the show lurching in the doorframe, dressed in a wizardy 
cape, stomping around like a sordid Moondog. He wails about 
his "secret room" and "blood on the bunny" and mumbles 
some other, silly, non-sequitur stuff about some stuffed toys 
on the stage: "They're not BUNNIES!" he roars. "They're 
TEDDY BEARS! With DIFFERENT HEADS!" During 'I'm Not 
Crazy', he shouts and screams the title as the band judder 
round the Beefheart/Zappa axis - a proclamation that should 
probably prompt the pantomimjsh response: oh yes you are! 

The Residents' songs themselves are great, despairing, 
caterwauling beasts, the Singing Resident ranting atop ice- 
clunk synths played in low registers, ominous atmospheric 
noises, and freak-the-fuck-out attack-jams. The careening 
'Boxes Of Armageddon' starts off as a darkwave 'I Want Candy' 
before shredding into a berzerker guitar-ride that swings from 
Steve Hackett OCD-speed to a degree of aggression you'd 
expect from mid-period Faith No More. Even the manic 'Jolly 
Butcher' sounds like a klezmer waltz with death (or at least 
some DT-shuffle with hallucinatory friends). 

Sadly, the live show attempts too much. There seems to be 
a video and a ramble after each song, and it kills the way the^ 
songs flow together. It should be like a sweat-charged anxiety 
dream, but it's more like sleep apnea, where you wake up 
before you can even get into that deep-brainwave lockdown. 
Less is more, people! Asking the Residents, who are so insanely 
prolific, to cut about half of this nearly two-and-a-half h M 
epic seems churlish, but it would have made for a better 
It could have been freakier, and scarier,and funnier if mos 
of the video and inter-song ramblingshad beenjettisone< 

And unlike Lynch's rabbit family, who frighten by their 
quiet mummeries, The Singing Resident reveals too much to" 
often. The first few times, this is fine -but when he's banging 
on between every song about his brother Harvey and sending 
EMAILS! On the INTERNET! it sounds like he's a desperate 
stand-up comic trying to overplay one good line. Don't get 
me wrong: there are laughs here. Not many people could 
write a rocking stomp about Nigerian email scams, call it 'My 
Nigerian Friend' and avoid dubious racial innuendo, but the 
Residents just about manage it. And ending the show with a 
tinkling, twee crooner recording of 'Peter Cottontail'? Takinc, 
a cue from John Waters' use of 'Doggie In The Window' to 
accompany Divine's dogsh it-eating scene in Pink Flamingos, 
it's a deft touch. It's a shame not everything else in this show 
was given as much thought. 
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larytta 



Words: Kieron Gillen 
Illustration: Matthew Hodson 



Austria. A cable car. Two men in suits. Zither music, probably. 

"In Italy for 30 years under the Borgias they had warfare, terror, murder, 
bloodshed - but they produced Michelangelo, Leonardo da Vinci, and the 
Renaissance, " says one, " In Switzerland they had brotherly love, 500 years 
of democracy and peace, and what did that produce? The cuckoo clock. " 

"And Larytta," says the other. 

"Oh yeah," says the first, somewhat shamefacedly, "I'd forgot about them." 

An awkward pause. 

"Feel stupid now?" 

"Yeah. You better take me away before I sell any more bad penicillin." 

The sound of clinking cuffs. Repentant first suited guy is taken away by 
second suited guy. 

"And what about Toblerone?" 

"Oh God, I didn't thinkthis through at all." 

Larytta are Guy Meldem and Christian Pahud. You may know Christian from 
him being a member of the math rock-tinged Honey For Petzi. You may know 
Guy from his graphic design company Korner Union or his productions as Jetta. 
Or maybe you don't. What matters is that these Renaissance men have, after a 
couple of EPs - 2005's 'Larytta' and 2007's 'Ya-Ya-Ya' - created an album by the 
name of Difficult Fun which is very much like Toblerone in a fundamental way: 
THEY ARE BOTH AWESOME. 

They met at art school in Lausanne, and formed their creative bond over that 
most student-like of qualities: a desperate attempt to avoid work. Coming to 
electronic music, with Geneva's Mental Groove label proving especially 



'We were thinking we'd 
never sell any CDs' 



influential, the pair were separately asked to do a set at a planned concert. They 
realised the work would be halved if they teamed up to do one. Hence, Larytta. 
What prevented this one-night stand being aborted was the swift intervention 
of Creaked Records' LeoWannaz. He insisted they do an EP And lo! the rest is 
(recent) history. 

Difficult Fun is auto-descriptive: difficult fun. Primarily electro, 
simultaneously opulent and ramshackle, as if they've got an attention span of. . . 
oh, are we still talking about that? Boring! look atthe shiny thing. 

Are they easy to distract? " Extremely. That's a problem for me, " says Guy. 
"Christian is, also, " he adds. "We're always doing different stuff at the 
same time." 

For most of the record, the focus lasts a few seconds before you get an 
African rhythm or enormous synth noise from the depths. This oblique 
movement is how Guy approaches all his artistic creations, whether it's art, 
design or music: "We think. . .this after this is a bit too obvious, or a bit too 
complicated, or a bit ugly," says Guy. "Really, it's the same way we may have 
an idea for a film or a drawing. The classic pop [structure] is sometimes a bit 
boring, and we want to do something that surprises us, too. It's not really 
intended to. . . lose people. " 

Perhaps predictably, Christian's modern-soul melodies and Guy's drawled 
raps are treated as other condiments from their drawer. It's something they 
build towards rather than the traditional singer/songwriter canon. "We think 
of voices as instruments," says Guy, "Weneverstartwithavoice". Instead, 
they sing gibberish to fill in where they want something to be a little more 
rhythmic or anthemic and are left to try and work out something that crams 
in there. "That's maybe why we have odd lyrics," says Guy. 

Which leaves them suspended between oddnessand accessibility. "We 
were always thinking we were doing kind of in-between music," says Guy, "We 
are both really attracted by pop music, like really good Justin Timberlake and 
Britney Spears. And also more experimental music. Our goal was somewhere 
between those places. But we were thinking we'd never sell any CDs, because 
experimental people will think it's too commercial and people who listen to 
Britney Spears will think it's... not favourable." 

www.myspace.com/larytta 
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when we meet 

Words: David McNamee and kicking_k 

What happens next? Death. 
Before that? These. 



Celeste Hutchins 

Otherwise known as Les Hutchins, from San 
Francisco, who "explores issues of regional identity, 
plays music, goes to school and has telepathic 
conversations with an alien satellite orbiting the 
earth." It's like a modern Radiophonic Workshop, 
or at least the bits of the Workshop that did the 40- 
second bursts of alien-noise interference for Doctor 
Who sound effects, and, beautifully, never more 
than that. www.last.fm/music/Celeste+Hutchins 

Childlamp 

"All songs are recorded using just one guitar in 
one take, cut apart and then pieced together again 
to achieve the final result. " So if, as your biog claims 
ChildLamp, that you "is a two-piece experimental 
band from Rotherham", what does the one 
WITHOUT the guitar do, eh? Moral support? This 
fractured, haunted music should appeal to fans of 
July Skies or early Piano Magic. If you like it, also 
search Unpop's 'We Have Tone' series on last.fm. 
www.last.fm/music/ChildLamp 

Harlequin Jones 

Ok, so Harlequin Jones are a 'quirky' Dresden Dolls- 
esque cabaret-flounce outfit with a f rontwoman 



and pianist called 
Amanda van (erm) 
Loon, but there's 
generally less of the 
Brechtian affectations 
that haunt the Dolls and 
their swelling tribe of 
imitators. It's actually 
quite pleasant, in a 
ballads-that-can- 
bludgeon-you kind of 
way. www.last.fm/ 
music/Harlequin+Jones 




Is being a graphic 
designer to electronic 
music what being a 
pimp is to hip-hop? 




Mujuice 

Is being a graphic designerto homemade electronic 
music what being a pimp is to hip-hop? There's an almost 
cliched overlapping of the two roles, but maybe the same 
level of attention to detail demanded in both disciplines 
means that skills are transferable. Anyway, when 25-year- 
d Russian Mujuice isn't graphic designing, he makes 
egant, precise, sometimes cute electronic stuff, that is 
mospheric without being boring and glitchy without 



Haunted Fucking 

Pitch for the world's most pretentious car advert 
(new year edition): Winter dawn. Tracking shot 
to dilapidated garage, pubic grass through concrete 
and oil, red paint-blistered door rising. Slow zoom 
into interior. Showroom car, pristine metallic pastel, 
electric windows, hubs like featureless roulette 
wheels. Bluish-white organic matter in the 
passenger seat. Windows auto-tint to black. 
Reverse zoom, logo, prices from. 
www.myspace.com/hauntedfucking 

Kindergarten Kisses 

Swedish. Twee. As if that didn't go without saying. 
Still not quite sure what to make of 
the song 'Fortune Cookie Told Me, 
Chinese Guy Will Screw You Over' 
and its chorus of "I don't trust the 
Chinese!", but given the crackly 
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Scandi-pop from a couple of Disney princess 
look-alikes (actually, originally MCs) with 
a quietly biting edge. They're already on a 
major back home, but smuggle in sarcastic 
frills, kitschy brass, old-time choruses, and 
hip-hop beats transplanted successfully from 
the magic kingdom. Like, everyone knows 
the minimum-wagers in mascot costumes 
fiend like wildlife in their downtime, right? 
www.myspace.com/jaconfetti 



dictaphone cover of 'I Will Always Love You' at the 
end of one song, we assume irony is heavily implied. 
Loveably craply recorded, 
www. last. fm/music/kindergarten+kisses 

Mitten 

We don't go looking for difficult-to-categorise 
music. It just kind of oozes into our forebrain. 
Fucking broadband. This particular interior 
adventure is a solo project for voice and unidentified 
scrying objects (synthetic pulse, bruised notes, edge 
of table, kitchen sink) played against expectation 
and, as such, not at all warm and woolly. Maybe 
'Ectoplasmic Talon' was already taken. 
www.myspace.com/51330320 

Pa intXn umbers 

Please beware of anyone that deliberately 
classes their music as "outsider, incorrect music, 
naive pop" . They are almost always cunts. And 
they'll come up clattering away self-consciously 
shambolically on your last.fm stream when you're 
trying to listen to The Shaggs and Lucia Pamela. 
paintXnumbers are almost certainly twats, but 
listenable ones. www.last.fm/music/paintXnumbers 

Turtle Grace 

Tagged as: 'Swedish; lo-fi; extremely lo-fi'. Yep. I 
love the way that line hiss in shit song recordings can 
overpower the tune to the extent that it becomes an 
instrument in itself, and in this instance, bleeds over 
the sugar in these super-short twee-sketches, 
www. last.fm/music/Tiirtle+G race 

Warfaze 

Fucking awesome. Warfaze claim to have been 
around since "5th June 1984" and play "bangla 
metal". From Bangladesh, they have the same 
trilled 1984-era HM solos as Japanese guitar hero 
obscurities Loudness (surely a candidate for Music 
That Time Forgot), but combined with the chirpy 
keyboards and anthemic amateur-pop choruses it 
all becomes very weird and wrong. Love it. 
www.last.fm/music/Warfaze 
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DING-DONG 

12 December 2008 - 22 February 2009 

Andy McCUiskey/ Pgter SaviSle / Hambi HaraLambaus / 
Tne Fragmented Orchestra / Tetstia^i Baba / The Owl Project / 
Julian Oliver / Fix / Stove Syrmons / PtiiUp Jeck f Vergil Sharkya / 
Luke Jerrsm /Simon Reynolds / 
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STRARGEWAYS 

Wire, 2-8 CallLane, Leeds, 10.30-3am £3>£5 
Friday 23rd January then every 3rd Friday 

NEW: St range ways Cinema 
'KILL YOUR IDOLS' Showing 29&30 Jan 
see hydeparkpicturehouse.co.uk 




WH\mrtKHlWR Of 

Jan 26 LUMINAIRE London, UK 

Jan 27 BORDERLINE (UNCUT LABEL) London, UK 

Jan 28 LEXINGTON London, UK 

Jan 30 ABC 2 Glasgow, UK 

Jan 31 THE BLACK BOX Belfast, IE 

Feb 1 ROISIN DUBH Galway, IE 

Feb 2 WHELANS UPSTAIRS Dublin, IE 

Feb 3 THE WHISKEY Cork, IE 

Feb 5 BLOOMSBURY BOWLING ALLEY (DIRTY BOOTS) London, UK 

Mar10 MADAME JOJO'S (WHITE HEAT) London, UK 

Mar 11 THE HARLEY Sheffield, UK 

Mar 12 THE RETRO BAR Manchester, UK 

www.myspace.com/crystalantlers www.touchandgorecords 
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the beehive considers... twee! 

Words: Euan Andrews, Natalie Boxall, Petra Davis, John Doran, Kieron 
Gillen, Hannah Gregory, Neil Kulkarni, Andrzej Lukowski, Frances 
Morgan, Louis Pattison, Joseph Stannard, Everett True 

Illustration: Anke Weckmann 



Merriam-Webster defines twee as 
"affectedly or excessively dainty, 
delicate, cute, or quaint" (ouch !) 
BUT: What does it mean to you? 

Twee = cardigans, xylophones, badges, long 
fringes, novelty handbags, geek glasses, 
shuffly dancing, sparkly eyeshadow, hairclips, 
a liking for woodland creatures. (NB) 

Everyone who was into Sarah Records 
orThe Field Mice or whatever at university 
or college was a total sex case. I don't mean 
necrophilia or bondage but totally over- 
sexed, men and women, sorry, 'girls and 
boys'. Sex fucking mad. But maybe that 
was just Widnes, St Helens and Hull. (JD) 

My kind definition of twee would be 
indie pop that's celebrative of indie pop, 
enshrining a certain quite British ideal of 
the outsider rooted in acknowledgement 
of one's own mediocrity. (AL) 

I never got into the whole Belle And 
Sebastian/The Pastels axis of simperingness. 
They always made me want to put The 
Stooges on and smash my flat up. (EA) 

I have several different ways of thinking 
about this. I have my perpetual indignation 
at the way indie feels able to co-opt radical 
queer gestures and declaw them. But I also 
have some respect for cutie cosmology, and 
its history of challenging the gross sexism of 
the rock tradition. I'm not sure how accurate 
it is to say it's a middle-class form. (PD) 

I thinkthe twee bands I like are as 
much a product of their environment as 
any specific scene. Beat Happening were 



a reaction to macho hardcore; B&S were as 
distinctively a Scottish end-of-the-Nineties 
band as Mogwai or Arab Strap, while evoking 
a quite different Glasgow of bus-rides and 
Bible studies - albeit one that occasionally 
intersected with their neighbours (see 'Boy 
With The Arab Strap'); LC! to me are as 
versed in post-emo/hardcore and yer modern 



Everyone who was into 
Sarah Records at 
university was a total 
sex case 



Smell indie-punk as they are in British cutie/ 
zine culture, if not more so. (LP) 

Marine Girls, Young Marble Giants, 
Orange Juice,The Pastels, Shop Assistants, 
Mary Chain (listen to their early stuff). . .then 
(later on) Microphones (early stuff), (early) 
Bikini Kill, Slumber Party, Galaxie 500 (most 
definitely), Herman Dune, Pete And The 
Pirates, Vivian Girls. . .tons more. . . 

If you only want to claim the most 
populist examples of the genre as twee then 
you're gonna completely nullify it as well. 
That's like claiming Guns'N'Roses represent 
metal, Oasis represent rock, Pussycat Dolls 
represent pop, etc etc. (ET) 

Music you want to be inside with when 
its raining (Orange Juice), or dance in the rain 



with (ORANGE JUICE). And yes, to listen to 
hungover, with tea, and maybe biscuits. In 
this light you could say I have a twee phase 
every Sunday afternoon. (HG) 

Twee's something you accuse other 
people of being. If someone's playing with 
the elements - delicacy, anti-macho, 
heightened-sweetness, cult-of-naivety - and 
it hits you emotionally, you process them 
directly. If they miss, they're twee. (KG) 

What bands did/do tweeness 
best/worst? 

I fucking hate Los Campesinos!. They 
look like kids TV presenters and they play 
music that seems to be waiting for Orange 
Mobile to start sending the royalties. I dig fey. 
I hate twee. And I think 
I knowwhy.Thismaybe 
my problem, but I don't 
believe twee bands 
when they shake and 
frown. I feel witness to 
someone's hobby rather 
than someone's soul; 
bands that think they're 
smarter than pop, can 
shadowplay its coolest moves while never 
truly believing in any of them, or coming up 
with any new ones. (NK) 

Plenty of artists I absolutely adore 
have their moments of tweeness - Kate 
Bush, XTC, Harry Nilsson, Animal Collective, 
Black Dice, Plush, Cardinal, Jellyfish, Electric 
Light Orchestra, Wings and so on - and I'm 
fine with that. As someone who loves the 
'Frog Chorus', I can hardly protest. (JS) 

It's a fact that I'm prone to falling for 
bands that contain family members or lovers, 
'cause I think it's sweetly kind of uncool. 
There's been a natural reflux against irony 
in the last few years. (k_k) 

Anyone who claims to be a fan of- or 
understand - Riot Grrrl in its original form, 



and doesn't understand its overwhelming 
links with Eighties cutie doesn't understand 
shit. Partly cos it was the musical preference 
of many of the prime movers, and partly 
because cutie was one of the few places one 
could go outside of the stiflingly male-rooted 
dominance of guitar music for relief. (ET) 

Hold on a minute -Young Marble Giants 
twee? Orange Juice twee? Galaxie 500 
twee? To me none of those bands are twee 
precisely because they have an effect - twee 
to me is the deflection/avoidance of emotion 
in favour of a knowingness that precludes 
my involvement unless I own the badges 
andT-shirt.(NK) 

Twee can also encompass retro/kitsch; 
nostalgia; a very British kind of quirkiness. 
There's a space on the Venn diagram where 
the BBC RadiophonicWorkshop, Oliver 
Postgate, Ghost Box, Trunk Records type stuff 
- even Broadcast, Pram, etc - intersect with 
twee - it's a space where things are nice, 
but weird; biscuits and tea and soldering iron 
and ghosts. I approve of music that subverts, 
that celebrates the un-celebrated, and that 
gives credence to those with the quietest 
voices, celebrations of intelligence and 
awkwardness and confusion. What I don't 
like is the un-awkward, media-friendly, 
attractive versions of the same. (FM) 

I suspect hipster -ism? -ness? follows the 
rule of irony: that an artefact is more valuable 
for the distance it must travel away from its 
former meaning. Evil! (PD) 

If we're going to take issue with 
tweeness in music, why not take issue 
with misanthropy, or misogyny? More 
obvious targets, sure, but more deserving 
ofourwrath than a bunch of kids wearing 
colourful cardigans. If twee's sins are, as 
some suggest, 'against rock'n'roll', perhaps 
the accusers need to ask themselves the 
question, What has rock'n'roll ever done 
foryou? Really? (JS) 
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Limited triple DVD set, includes live versions of every Cribs song. 
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OUT NOW -CD & DVD 



Hugely acclaimed album now with a full 75 minute live set 
recorded at ULU in London. 
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1 26th JANUARY- 


CD /DOWNLOAD 



Album of the week in Kerrang! and NME, 
album of the month in Rock Sound and Big Chee 



New single "Young Bloods" in stores on 2nd March on 



ch on 7 and download. 
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1 2nd FEBRUARY ■ 


LTD CD / LP / CD | 



Hotly anticipated debut album from the band the NME described as 
"sweet, subtle and with a hell of a kick". 

New single "Beeline" in stores on 26th January as wristwatch and download. 
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Words: Frances Morgan, 
Louis Pattison and kicking_k 

Illustration: Chris Summerlin 



This month, a skeleton crew huddle around the office 
heater and attempt to make each other laugh online for 
the second-hand warmth 



JAMES YORKSTON 



I 




TORTOISE REGRETS HARE 



Ladyhawke 

My Delirium (Modular) 

She is from New Zealand, and she has 
chosen to name herself after an Eighties 
sword and sorcery film in which Michelle 
Pfeiffer turns into.. .a hawk 

Frances: Everything I read about her is about 

Stevie Nicks. Because what happens is, she 

says she likes Stevie Nicks, she has her hair 

like Stevie Nicks, and then loads of journalists 

are like: SHE'S STEVIE NICKS. 

Louis: She used to be in sorta post-Hole 

grunge bands I read. 

Frances: ... but she cannot write songs like 

Fleetwood Mac. 

Louis: She has Asperger's, apparently. 

Frances: But I thought if you had Asperger's 

you would be really precise and painstaking 

and not write dull songs where the vocals 

are all the same note. 

Louis: I quite like how this song works, 

though. Very understated verses, catchy 

chorus. Bit like the Neon Neon album. 

Kick: She sings "I'm out of my head '"like 

she's reading it from a patient's notes. That 

flattened edge is really weird - that they 

approach this plateau then pull back and 

stay in its shadow. Can't bring myself to care 

much. Can't really believe they do. 

James Yorkston 

Tortoise Regrets Hare (Domino) 

Comes with a King Creosote version of the 
same track on the back. Call it a Fence 
Collective reunion, kind of. 

Frances: I really liked James Yorkston's first 
few releases - he was a bit ahead of the 
game in nu-folk terms. But I guess he came 
along just before the Banhart types and 
wasn't as pretty/kooky- he's a big ginger 
man who sings about disappointment and 
stuff. Not very sellable, but really good. 
Louis:When I met him he preferred to talk 
about Harold Budd and Michael Hurley than 
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English folk. Probably because he didn't 
want to be forced into that bracket. 
Frances:This is folkish in instrumentation - it 
has a fiddle on it. But it's not a folk song. 
Lyrically, I guess it's about relationships. 
Louis: Is he the tortoise? 
Kick: I think so. " It's about a tortoise that's 
sleeping with a hare, yeah, and. . . " - I'm 
gonna stop me there. 
Frances:The arrangement is very cosy, lush 
and warm, friendly sounding - 1 think that 
might really put people off, who're expecting 
something more edgy from their folk music, 
but I like the way it's been put together with 
such an ear for comfort and pleasantness. 
Kick: Yeah - all those adjectives. A bit set in 
amber, but that's semi-precious. 
Frances:The chorus sounds like a bunch of 
Tai Chi moves. Or instructions for a game 
of chess. 

Kid Cudi vs Crookers 

Day'N'Nite (Fools Gold) 

Difficult to know exactly where this sits in 
relation to bassline, funky etc, but it has an 
enormous bass protuberance. Soundalikey 
things called 'laser bass' in the US recently. 

Frances: It's like a novelty record. 

Kick: I find the 'laser bass' pretty satisfying. 

Perhaps like swallowing a hot dog whole? 

Louis: It's quite good, this. Reminds me of 

Run DMC remixed by Jason Nevins. Or early 

'ardkore,withasadedge. 

Frances: I like the melody; it's not right at all. 

Kick:The original version was OK -the 

Crookers RMX was one of many, but has now 

become the template - so now there are 

remixes of the remix! 

Louis:This bass is extremely pneumatic. . . it's 

got the feel of some of the silliest dubstep. 

But yeah, I imagine this is a big club hit. 

Kick: It's nice that his lyrics make him seem a 

bit vulnerable rather than "Ladies, I'm 

comin'atcha! " or whatever. 



Frances: I like the vocal and the lyrics; they 
remind me of something from the Eighties - 
like you could get rid of the rhythm and put it 
over just a synth-pop track 

Gentle Friendly 

Five Girl Night (No Pain In Pop) 

Recorded during five-day retreat to country 
cottage. Nice to hear they took their urban 
paranoia with them. 

Frances: Can I just say, I think Gentle Friendly 
is a shit name for a band. 
Kick: I was expecting it to be noisier (it's 
gentler and friendlier). 
Frances: It reminds me a bit of Fuck Buttons. 
That hysteria, and those chords on the organ. 
Louis:And Animal Collective, but pared down 
to guitar/drums/bass/keys - there's no 
feeling they've tried to go off the map. 
Frances: And, weirdly, Hot Chip. One thing I 
do like about it is it hits hard -the drummer 
plays hard and the recording is done loud. It's 
quite thunky. Prog-indie bands can misfire - 
but I would always rather hear big ideas. 
Louis:They're making me think of Clap You 
Hands Say Yeah - although a bit more 
deliberately unformed and rough-edged. 
Kick: I guess it's difficult to freak out at the 
same time as keep the music under control - 
maybethat's whattheyfall foul of..? 
Frances: Interesting, but ultimately 
unsatisfying? I feel as if not much lurks 
behind the rainbow-spazz exterior. 

Pete And The Pirates 

Jennifer (Stolen) 

If Pete has Pirates, what does Jennifer 
have? No. 1 indie hits? They're crossing all 
available fingers... 

Kick: Oh God, I had a Hollyoaks montage 
over that intra But I liked it again as soon 
as the vocals came in. 
Frances: Yeah, I like his voice. It's un-pretty. 
Louis: Choppy. Harmonies. 



Kick: It freaks me out when a love song has 
a band all singing someone's name - like 
they're ALL in love with her. It was especially 
bad with Boyz II Men etc, 'cause it was like 
they were portioning up the evening. 
Louis: Oh dear. 

Frances: It's weird cos usually I don't like self- 
conscious retro touches in music, and there 
are loads in here, but they're really sweet. 
It's because it's all put together very simply - 
each component is very simple and direct. 
Louis: He's got quite a clear voice, even when 
he reaches. He doesn't crack or flutter. 
Frances: Yeah, he doesn't do an indie 
yoowwwwl. Sounds like a real boy. Wasn't 
some of the Pirates other stuff a bit more 
weird, like a bit more spacey? Or is that the 
guy's otherthing,TapTap? I thinkthis one is 
directed for success. 

Tanlines 

New Flowers (Young Turks) 

One guy from Professor Murder and a dude 
from production team Brothers (! ! !, Free 
Blood, Telepathe) equal cosmic duo. 

Frances:This sounds like the 'jungle' setting 
off a Casio SA20. Obviously the influences 
are pretty obvious (obv) but good ones. . . 
non-specific tribal warbling. . .minimalist 
disco. . . Philip Glass in a palm house. 
Louis: So, this is the point Animal Collective 
love spills over into actual dance records..? 
Frances: I dunno - if the guy's to do with ! ! !, 
he's probably from the parallel scene to AC 
et al . . .this does remind me of ! ! ! - if you 
took all the men out. 

Kick:This could soundtrack a micro-carnival. 
Frances: Of bunny rabbits. 
Louis: And sea monkeys. 
Kick:And hipsters. 

Frances: It reminds me of Kim Hiorthoy and 
other German/Scandinavian stuff, plinky and 
snowy. Which is funny, cos I guess that's not 
hip right now- likeTROPICAL is hip. 
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He's a big ginger man who sings 
about disappointment 



Louis: A little bit like the really sweet end of 

the Tigerbeat6 stuff as well 

Kick: It feels like they've pressed the virtual 

'sophisticated' button on their cracked 

laptop audio software, and selected the 

'understated' algorithm besides. 

Frances: I like it, once I have stopped going 

meh at the tropical hipsters. 

Kick: I don't doubt their sincerity, but I think 

they could do with - challenges! And - 

variables! Outside their own excellent taste. 

Johnny Foreigner 

DJs Get Doubts (Best Before) 

This is the obligatory bit where we point 
out how noxious their name is. The next 
is what we thought of the song. 

Louis: Johnny Foreigner are Los Campesinos! 
with added emo (and that's already quite a 
bit of emo). The way this guy sings is a bit like 
he's going to pass out. 
Kick:Toomanywordsineverymouthful-core. 
Frances: Los Camp seem to be more funny- 
like I mean they have humour. 
Louis: I bet Steve Lamacq really likes this. 
Kick:This is a bit listless. . .a lot listless, 
actually. And too easy. Too obviously pretty. 
A bit... uncomplicated. 
Frances: Like DelAmitri.When's it going to 
explode into GIANT ANGST? 
Louis: Do you think it rocks out suddenly? 
Frances: I think it's contractual. [Song ends] 
Oh no, they didn't. 

Louis: He's just a big old yelper and you can't 
make anything out at all. 
Frances: I'm trying to consider everything in 
a fair fashion but but but- nah. 
Kick:Their last single I liked.This one, not so 
much. Must cry harder. 

Les Corps Mince De Francoise 

Bitch Of The Bitches (Relentless) 

A name which translates elegantly as 'The 
Slim Body Of Francoise', it says here. Full 



marks for how the sisters part their hair 
opposite directions. 

Kick: It sails very close to electroclash but - 

I think - adds enough extra, unexpected 

noises in to go beyond that. It could and 

should be in the charts. 

Frances: It sounds grafted together from 

loads of different sources and is none the 

worse for that.There's an engaging bazaar 

quality that hasn't got anything to do with 

sounding 'ethnic'. 

Louis: Interesting, the way that guitar is sunk 

back and all muffled. 

Frances: It's like walking down a street full of 

bootleggers. 

Kick:They're Finnish. Two sisters and buddy. 

Frances: I like it loads more all of a sudden ! 

Reminds me of this other Finnish group 

calledThe Opel Bastards. 

Kick: It makes me think of CSS' first album, 

too. I mean, alternately frantic, dramatic and 

wistful. What I like best is that it does that 

four-songs-in-one-song that blockbuster 

pop singles should. 

Frances:There are some really great tunes 

there that you kind of don't expect. 

Louis: Some of her vox reminds me of 

Jonathan Richman, for some reason . . .she 

almost tips over into talking. 

Kick: And then there's those kitsch xylophone 

noises, too. 

Frances: A bit of Slits in there, and Liquid Sky. 

They have good hair too. 

Tim Exile 

Family Galaxy (Warp) 

New product from the 'academic 
prankster' who's buzzed around the 
London electronica scene for some time. 

Kick: Wow. I like it basically instantly. 
Frances: Whoah -what is with the rhythm 
on this - it's all over the show. 
Kick: Sounds like he's warping between 
gravity wells. 



Frances: I thought you were playing two 
tracks at once. 

Louis: It's like suddenly discovering you're 
stood on the ceiling. 

Frances: Yeah, I was explaining to someone 
just last night how one of my favourite things 
in music is inversion in that exact way where 
you think the one or the root is there and 
actually it's -->THERE. 
Kick:This is very engaged and engaging. I am 
sitting up straight and willing it to do even 
more strange stuff. And it is! Warpaholic! 
Frances: It's what Chrome Hoof could do if 
they weren't so rock -I mean that grand 
cosmic fantasy stuff. 

Louis: Suddenly turned into sorta jumpy sing- 
song drill'n'bass. . . .speeding and slowing 
at random. 

Kick: (Imagine if it was a problem with record 
player. We would look like massive pseuds.) 
Louis: It's pretty quease-inducing. 
Kick: Like when I heard a No Doubt 
pre-release MP3 that looped the chorus 
continually for four minutes and I told 
everyone it was amazing, and the future. 
It was amazing. But not the future. 

Ratatat 

Shempi (XL) 

PlanB has laboured under the impression 

these NYC dudes were French for literally 

years (at the time of writing the reviews 

below, we were still confused). 

Louis: Stabs. Parps. Twinkles. 

Frances: So what are they? French or from 

Brooklyn? Sounds a bit French. 

Kick:They might be both..? 

Louis: With their chip-choppiness 

and their easy melodies. 

Frances: Fromage all over it. 

Kick: I like this. I would drive a 

hovercar to it. Ploughing through 

flocks of birds. Feathers and 

blood all raining down. 



Louis:The beats are fine but I would feel silly 

dancing to these melodies. No idea what my 

fingers would be up to. 

Frances: Yeah, I'd feel like a fool. 

Kick: I think it is to its credit that it set our 

imaginations free. 

Louis: You would feel like you were 

performing, or in an advert. 

Frances: I wouldn't know what to do with my 

face -smile knowingly or pull silly face? 

Louis: Haughty-yr face would be serious to 

counteract the jauntiness of the melody. 

Vincent Markowski 

Dirty Capsules (DC) 

His debut was called The Madness Of 
Moths, and latest press release says he 
went to Russia for cosmonaut ephemera. 

Louis: Mmm, the kiss of machines. 

Kick:There's a glamour to astronauts until 

you see pics of them and reflect they're 

basically mega-jocks. 

Frances: It's pretty crass, in a nice way, like 

a load of big slabs knocking into each other 

in a controlled fashion. Giant executive toy. 

Made out of lead. 

Kick: I am finding it a bit cumbersome. 

Louis:The low end is huge and the high end 

is micro-calibrated. 

Kick: And, worse, I'm not really moved. 

Frances: I think it changes too much, too - 

stuff like this needs to be the same for ages. 

Kick: He'll never attain escape velocity 

this way... 

Frances:Too fussy for the dancefloor, I think. 

Perhaps he has the soundtrack market more 

in mind? 



singles of the mon 

Frances: Pete And The Pirates -Jennifer 
Louis: Tanlines - New Flowers 
Kick: Tim Exile - Family Galaxy 



planb|15 



the void 



vjuvc<yv v WOX'd^ 

Words: Baby Dee and Alex Neilson 

Illustration: Vincent Vanoli 

From America, all across Europe 
to bring you Baby Dee's love 




Cleveland 

Just back from Gabriola Island, off the coast of 
Vancouver. I had a great time there. It was actually a 
spoken word event, so at first I was a little " hoogada 
boogada, lemmeoutahere!", butitturnedouttobe 
wonderful fun. Got home to Cleveland to find my 
cat Jackie is dying. Jackie's the cat on the cover of 
the last album. I feel like I'm deserting him in his 
hour of need by doing this tour, but I can't cancel. 
Not looking forward to the travel. I'm making a 
rule here not to let this diary become a rant about 
travel woes - thus the title. (BD) 

Riga I 

The wee, wee hours in snowy Riga. I hooked up with 
Alex Neilson at Gatwick airport. Many cognacs later 
and several desmitlatusthe lesser I'm ready to flop. 
And now I lay me down to wheeze. God bless 
Jackie. And God bless Sally, my neighbour who's 
looking after him. (BD) 

A mighty pretty town. Particularly the 
pedestrianised Old Town with its ruined 1 2th 
century citadel walls, imposing post-Soviet churches 
and a great bar called Pharmacy, run by a friend 
called Krystops who kept Dee and I plied with 
unpronounceable black liquors until 4am - meaning 
three hours sleep until ourflightfor Vienna. Shit. 

The concert itself was a blast. Despite never 
playing duo before and no rehearsal, Dee and 
I took to each other as naturally as Christ to the 
cross. Playing a set full of happy accidents, focused 



abandonment and an enthusiastic, full audience 
providing strong reciprocal energy. (AN) 

Later: I was walking home from the show 
tonight with Alex and I realised that I had just 
written a song. And it made me very happy that 
I could write a song while walking along and talking 
with Alex. "A song should say/What God would say/ 
A mother's arms/ A child's smile/ And a man's good 
gift of love/They should be yours. " (BD) 



Many hard miles and 
brutal years of bad sex 
and poverty 



Riga II 

All right then, now I get it -people are not supposed 
to read other people's diaries. So this isn't a real 
diary after all. Well. . .a thousand pardons! 

I am the adoring multitude of me and I'm not 
used to company so I'm sorry if I get excited about 
profound moments that can't possibly be profound 
in the eyes of others. What can I say about this city? 
I walked around and thought, 'Maybe Jackie could 
reincarnate here and be a little black kid with a 
funny ear and all those qualities of leadership and 
kinglynessthatl know so well in him'. 




Jackie could be a child in Riga. Hell, so could 
I (ugly thought). Now I get it. This is a way to sell 
magazines without having to write anything. 
Clever! (BD) 

Vienna 

When they paid me for the show in Riga they gave 
me the money in a little brown envelope and Alex 
was right there so I paid him, saying, "Whatever 
happens, even if the plane crashes at least you got 
paid. . . " And thank God, because the same ugly 
morning I threw that stupid envelope away because 
they had scribbled down the password to get online 
on an exact same envelope and I mixed them up!? 
Ouchoocheech.(BD) 

We staggered into the Austrian capital a little 
wearily in the frozen mid-afternoon sun and the first 
face we saw was Michael Gira's, whose usually 
heavy, malevolent presence and sepulchral pallor 
was undermined by a big, fluffy Biggies-style hat. 

Despite the 400+ capacity audience, you could 
hear the clank of a cocktail stick as a party schnitzel 
hit the floor. This forced Dee and I to use the full 
range of our dynamic ability. Manoeuvring small, 
introspective passages to rapturous explosions of 
expression with familiar ease, musical dynamism 
isn't a problem for us -we put the 'b' in subtle. (AN) 

Athens 

I love Athens. I love everything about Greece. I love 
the air. Alex and I were totally wasted because all 
the flights have been so early- and the nights so 
late. I think the promoter was kind of worried 
because I was comatose on the floor of the dressing 
room for three hours before the show started. 

Alex is visiting the Acropolis. I'm visiting the 
laundromat (with Alex's laundry). That makes me 
sound like I'm his bitch, which is very much notthe 
case. Alex is my bitch! Ha! There it is in print, for all 
the world to see. The poor lad will never live it down. 
But in case anybody gets too free with their 
interpretation of what it means to be my bitch, let 
it be known I have neither inclination nor means to 
bugger any living being. "I would not bugger a gnat/ 
Nor would I attempt to sodomize a grizzly bear/ 
Ducks and dogs/Fishes and frogs/Can lie down easy 
of mind beside me in the bed. " 

So, no, I'm not Alex's bitch. It's just that the 
laundromat is much closer and the Acropolis is uphill 
all the way and I am old, old, old and fatigued from 
many hard miles and brutal years of bad sex and 
poverty. Tomorrow it's back to the UK and lovely 
Scotland. I can't wait to see those warm, welcoming 
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faces of all the friendly Scots. (I lived a year in Pilton, the South Bronx of 
Edinburgh, so I'm entitled to a rant.) But wait! I can't. It's against the bylaws. 
The League of Uncomplaining Hermaphrodites! They'll drum me outforthat 
sarcasm: "Any hermaphrodite who engages in commentary of a derogatory 
nature pertaining to the Scottish race and their proclivity for violent behaviour 
will henceforth be barred, left out in the cold, given a Glasgow smile, left to 
mildew and be found face down in the Firth of Forth (oris it the Forth of Firth?)" 

Later: the whole truth of the matter is that though I had some violent 
encounters on the streets of Edinburgh, I also had my protectors, and I had the 
honour to meet not one but three bona fide bank robbers - how wonderful is 
that! ? How I loved hearing from the horse's mouth what it's like to run out of a 
bank with a pounding heart and bag full of money to skitter along the pavement 
with the alarm sounding behind you. 

God bless Scottish bank robbers everywhere. I adore you ! I love your 
courage, your equanimity in the face of uncooperative bank tellers, and your 
disdain for good citizenship. I bow down before the power of your protecting 
word - all it took was one word from one kindly bank robber and even the 
youngest of street meanies knew to leave me and my little sweetie alone. 

Ah, my sweetie -Danny the Dwarf from beautiful Nottingham. Let there be 
no unkind word spoken about a city that could produce such a being as Danny, 
who grew up from squalor to become idolised as 'Power Tool' and make his 
living lifting weights with his dick. Almost as impressive as robbing banks. (BD) 

This was my first time in Athens and I loved it instantly. Our hosts were so very 
gracious and accommodating. Costas was into smoking grass and Anastasis 
was a big Earlie Musik enthusiast... both hooked me up! From that moment 
on you could have dyed my hair black, given me a monobrow, and called me 
Obstreperous and I would have fit in to Greek life so well. 

It was so joyful to walk along an anonymous avenue and find trees pregnant 
with olives and citruses, then turn a corner and see a bone white moon ghosting 
over the Acropolis. Hellenic bliss. I was reading Peter Ackroyd's biography of 
Blake and a lot of Lorca poetry and both provided the perfect touch paper to 
hold against the vivid, decrepit antiquities and ignite the fireworks of my 
imagination. The gigs themselves went very well. Two nights sold out. (AN) 

Glasgow 

The best thing about Glasgow was meeting Alex's mom, who gave me the most 
wonderful gift -a hot water bottle. It's like having a baby. I'll treasure it. (BD) 
It was nice to be back in my adopted home city after being out on the road 
for most of the autumn and winter. During this concert Dee's lyrics really hit me 
hard. Different lines resonate strongly with me from night to night and the 
tenderness of her poetry combined with a singing style that has every sinew 
straining in an attempt to convey the depth of feeling, is very moving. Lines like 
"To make men seem as good as Gods/So God Himself smiled to down to say I "My 
hearts come home to me'" is worthy of Ovid and had my palms sweating like a 
paedophilic primary school teacherto hearthem. (AN) 

Birmingham 

So far has been uneventful. I'm having a cup of tea. That's probably the most 
extraordinary occurrence of the day. Tomorrow we get a day off in Coventry. 
Actually I like Coventry. There's this great place there called the Tin Angel 
where I have lots of friends. They used to sell pies. I like pies. I wrote a song in 
honour of pies: "Give me that pie/I want the pie/Give that pie to me/I must have 
that pie." (BD) 



playlist: illegal seagull 

Words: Lucie Red, Nadoone and 
Christopher Wright 
Illustration: Sarah Lippett 

GTUK 

Du NimmstMirZuVielVor 

Straight-edge Berlin "smurf on speed". 

Influences include Pig Destroyer, David 
Hasselhoffand Franz Schubert -watch him 
live; it'll make you weep. You can find this 
track on his new CD, Illusions To The Max, 
outonFieseAsselnYouthcrew. Ifyouseehim 
in the street, 'have a word' - he'll have a few 
stashed in his fanny pack. 

Ariel Pink's Haunted Graffiti 

The Kitchen Club 

My family went on holiday to the Loire Valley 
when I was 1 5. Having the house to myself, me 
and my friends walked three miles to the UK's 
first 24-hourTesco at 4am, in dressing gowns, 
judo suits and football kits, holding spoons 
and small saucepans as weapons. This song 
narrates that night perfectly. A famous DJ/ 
producer (hint hint) really should sample the 
organ sound and chorus. Ariel is my hyperhero. 

Woods Of Infinity 

Old Songs 

Nature-loving 'suicidal' black metal crew 
consisting of Ravenlord and company's cover 
of a Barry Manilow classic.This is a genuine 
non-ironic tearjerker. The combination of suicide 
and nature brings us to this conclusion. 

Excepter 

Kill People 

This is my getting ready to go out/putting on 
make-up song. 

Please 

Sutton Hoodoo 

"Get your naughty bum out"- SazTotoro. 
Sometimes they remind me of Sun City Girls. 
I'm not sure that they mean to, but they're 
not complaining. One of the best bands to 
come out of London since Camberwell Now. 



Black Fork 

Who PutThe Narc In Anarchy? 

Little known Nineties East Bay hardcore 
punk band who sound like Adolescents, but 
with a female singer. 

Journey 

Separate Ways (Worlds Apart) 

When we DJ, the last song we play is 'Don't Stop 
Believing'. That's more anthemic, yet this is 
better. Our ex-boyfriend Paul reckons that the 
reason "everyone in the UK" is now getting into 
Journey and bands like that is that previously 
"nobody understood about great music" and 
it's taken about 25 years to catch up. Well, 
maybe. I think the intrigue lies in the fact that it's 
almost impossible to imagine what was going 



The 

combination 
of suicide 
and nature 



on in Steve Perry's head when he/they wrote 
these songs. Not to say we like it in an ironic way 
- more like 'How could they not see?' And that's 
a good thing. They did have a sense of humour. 
It was just different. Invisible keyboard, etc. 

Minty 

Useless Man 

Leigh Bowery colours my mind and makes 
eyes go POW! A stimulating man. More 
people should dress like this for Illegal 
Seagull. Our friend Rich does, but I think he 
thinks he's a cross between Michael Alig and 
Richie Rich from the Club Kids. He's not gay- 
he just paints blue squares on his chin. 

MEC 

The Mug Egg Masta 

Black Country grime cuisine 
eggstraordinaries! A song about cooking an 
egg in a mug in a microwave. 



Get your fill ofgonzo punk, no-wave, yacht rock and hair anthems at Illegal Seagull, 
a party/disco/indoor carnival extravaganza taking place at The Attic in Bristol 
approximately once every three months. "Bring props and facepaintand 
percussive instruments, " they request, www.myspace.com/srslylol 
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light after sound 

Words: Frances Morgan 

These Are Powers are future 
primitives circa Brooklyn, now 



"I used to joke that 'ghost' was the new 'wolf, 
when it seemed like every other MySpace 
friend request we had was from an occult- 
inspired band," says These Are Powers' guitarist 
and vocalist, Anna Barie. "But ultimately I think 
even a fashionable interest in these things 
has the potential to develop into something 
more enlightening. A good example is Arthur 
magazine because it creates a dialogue about 



mysticism for a countercultural community." 

Everyone wants to be out on their own, 
and it's a rare band that will respond well to 
questions about the aesthetic currents among 
their contemporaries -in this case, occultist 
vocabulary and subject matter. Brooklyn-based 
trio These Are Powers -tagged early on as 
'ghost-punk'; currently confounding that 
description - are certainly a rare band. 

"It's something that I think about often," 
Anna asserts. "There are a good number of 
bands in Brooklyn that fit this description, 
but it's not limited to New York. People are 
looking for answers to some difficult questions 
about what is happening to us in this world 
right now. It seems reasonable that music 
is reflecting this redirected interest from 
natural themes to the supernatural." 

Yet These Are Powers do not, for me, sound 
like anything as linear as redirection. Rather, 
the urgent rhythms and prismatic melodies 
of Barie, former Liar Pat Noecker (bass and 
vocals) and percussionist Bill Solas are the 
sound of perceptual cross-currents, multiple 
dialogues and intersections - sonic imprints of 
those places in which nature and supernature 



meet, where graffiti and broken-tooth skylines 
form sigils and portents and where mandrake 
roots sprout from storm drains. There's a 
recognition of magic's underlying tenets of 
completeness and connectivity that underpins 
2007's sprawling, primitivist debut, Terrific 
Seasons and its more frenetic and focused 
follow-up Taro Tarot, combined with an 
insurrectionary, real-world rawness that recalls 
British post-punk pioneers This Heat and 
23 Skidoo as well as marching bands, voudun 
chants, Einsturzende Neubauten and NYC 
ethno-punk contemporaries such as Gang Gang 
Dance. On forthcoming album All Aboard 
Future, the band's noisy edges are often 
blurred into a more hazy, lambent atmosphere, 
yet their melodic centre of gravity remains 



ay what's not ther 



bright and fluid, a constantly flickering, 
surprising palette of colour, tone and texture. 

It's perhaps not surprising These Are Powers' 
music evokes colouristic responses -Pat tells 
me he draws inspiration from visual art theory 
and practice, citing both Derek Jarman's film 
Blue and Kandinsky's book On The Spiritual In 
Art, "where he likens the process of painting to 
creating music. He believed that music informs 
and inspires the creation of abstract art. 
When we create songs, it's really fun to reverse 
the Kandinsky process and approach the song 
as if your pedals and instrument are brush 
and canvas. This leads me to what I have been 
thinking about lately-that music and sound 
are invisible and how music and art is an 
attemptto make the invisible visible. And in 



its essence, a Kandinsky painting makes visible 
that which cannot be seen. It's an approach 
that helps resolve our curiosity about who 
and what we are - where we are." 

All Aboard Future also sees These 
Are Powers' hypnotic rhythmic signatures 
twisted and expanded into mutant yet 
danceable realisations of schaffel, reggaeton, 
drum'n'bass, and on 'Adam's Turtle', a minimal, 
infectious take on grime. It's a step ahead 
that doesn't feel forced or novel. 

"I've been producing beats since the age 
of 15," Bill explains. "Hip-hop was my first love. 
When any sound is utilisd, its new context 
opens up unique associations that are a joy 
to play with. This new record leans much 
heavier on electronics than our previous 
recordings because we simply decided that 
it would. I was finally able to strike a balance 
between the organic and inorganic, my real 
drums and my sampled ones. I'm still refining 
it but this is a document of my current progress. 

"I love grime and I'm glad you picked up 
on that-grime is such a peculiar hybrid of 
so many styles. When I worked on 'Adam's 
Turtle' I used the space found in a typical 
Southern snap track as a reference point. 
The Southern US rap scene has some of the 
most interesting and exciting production 
happening right now; those beats achieve 
such a strong groove with so little. Miles Davis 
said it best, 'Don't play what's there, play 
what's not there'. That quote was a source 
of inspiration when I started working on 
many of these new tracks." 

As magic is concerned with the spaces 
between the spaces, so too is the most effective 
music concerned with the presence of absence 
and the processes of transformation. These 
Are Powers' realisation of this makes not 
onlyfora band who live up to their name, 
but also - more importantly- for some 
potentially fierce parties in the liminal zone. 

www.myspace.com/thesearepowers 
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ride with us 

Words: Ringo P Stacey 

All aboard the Bashy bus! Your 
conductor is back on road and headed 
for the big time 

Right now, Bashy'sa realistic kind of guy. 
Not ordinarily, though. Cocky? Definitely. 
Arrogant? Naaahhh. Not really. When 
appropriate, he's even sweetly humble, like 
at the end of 'Black Boys' when he shouts 
out his pops, telling the world how he was 
a "positive black man in my life". On other 
beats, given a quarter of an excuse, he'll get 
cheeky, goofing off having fun with words. 
Like his rhyme on the David Banner beat Lil' 
Wayne used for 'La La', where he drops droll 
punchlines like Ludacris, "if you ain't got 
money life is long/Longer than when you go 
shit and there's no toilet paper left". But it's 
the clash of styles and a creeping maturity 
that make his records special and true. 

It's taken a while to get the mix right. 
Bashy's first release, UrMum Vol 1, recorded in 
2003 and released the following year, 
showcases an MC who claims to have "invested 
dough in white dust" and strikes menacing 
poses, boasting of his friends that "they don't 
fucking care/Life doesn't get spared". By 
contrast, his latest, Bashy.com opens with a 
sound-bite from an uncredited female journo 
type: "Bashy is one artist who is coming from 
this grime musical genre", she offers helpfully, 
"But he's nothing but positive". 

"The difference is just age and growing up," 
he starts to explain, "and also, I felt there was 
a time when that was more cool, to be like that. 
Now I can 1 00 per cent be myself and I don't 
really have to bat an eyelid." 

Does that mean UrMum wasn't honest? 

"It wasn't a question of not being myself. 
That's where I was at at that time. That's what 
I thought, in my head. Looking back on it that 
wasn't me. Cos my ideals ain't like that." 

Are you embarrassed by some of the 
lyrics on there now? 

"Nan, I could never be. I'm nottrying to hide 
that past. It makes sense to show people what 
you used to do. I don't think anyone can tell me 
I've done wrong because of it." 

There was three years between the first 
two CDs. Is it true you were a bus driver? 

"Yeah. I did it in order to survive. Rather 
than stay out on the road and do things which 
could get me in trouble, then my career would 
be down the pan. Cos you can't really be an MC 
in jail. Being a bus driver made me not wantto 
work in a job that I didn't want to do. You just 
want to get out. I'm very spontaneous, and I'm 
creative, so I want something that matches 
that. Driving a bus didn't do that. Neither did 
being a postman." 

On UrMum you had a lyric, "Fuck 
watching my mouth/1 speak what I want to 
speakll cuss who I want to cuss". Do you 
temper yourself a bit more now? 

"Nan. I still say what I wanna say. It's just I've 
got smarter with when I want to say it. I know 
exactly when's the right time and how to put it 
across in a better manner." 

Soon after we spoke, around the time 
I typed this, Bashy got busy with rehearsals for 
the lead in the intriguingly titled Marcus The 
Sadist at The Royal Court in SW1 . Obviously 
excited to discuss the play, his motivation is 
palpable over barely half a breath of discussion. 
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'You can't really be an 
MC in jail' 



For the fan of his music it's just the lai_ . 
distraction to delay his long promised deL 
album Catch Me If You Can from an originally 
anticipated 2005 release to a definite, honest, 
really, truly, 2009 appearance. He's well aware 
how comical the whole situation is, posing on 
his blog with a weeks worth of stubble and 
promising notto shave till the opus is complete. 



^s l "...the funniest thing I have ever heard, 
t's good, it's good." He pauses and repeats 
more time for emphasis. He's not ashamed 
spast. Everything he's gone through got 
to where he'sattoday. "I think this album 
it a reflection of my life from nought to 23. 
"letime it comes out I'll probably be 24. My 
lixtapes are from a perspective. The album is 
more. . . is the word introspective where you're 
looking inside yourself? It's more about you? 
People will be able to relate to it. Even though 
we've got our differences and that's what 
makes us human, we've got our similarities as 
well. I think people will be able to relate even 
if you're from a different walk of life." 
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guided tour: 
animal collectiv 

Words: Emily Bick 

New year, new confusion courtesy 
of Baltimore's MostWandersome 






Merriweather Park Pavilion is exhausting. That's 
the best word I can come up with for it, and it's not 
a criticism - it's a record that sucks you in and pulls 
you under. There are so many layers - and layers - 
of production to unpick that you can't just let them 
wash over you. Listening to this is like swimming 
against strong currents, trying not to drown. But 
grappling with it feels like the flush of endorphins 
after a long run or cycle ride. It's excitable and juicy 
with life, insects and rivers and everything that 
buzzes in the summer night. 

But Avey Tare and Geologist can explain all this 
much better than lean... 

In The Flowers 

It's like being in a film that starts off black and white 
and then turns into 3D colour animation - 
oversaturated sounds blooming everywhere. 

Avey: "Since we were in high school, we've 
viewed music as a visual thing. Brian and I would 
often sit around listening to a lot of experimental 
compositions, and turn them into scenarios. . . " 

Brian: "So they were very animated. " 

Avey: "Yeah, it's always been very playful for us. 
Like, 'let's make that sound like you're walking out 
of a mountain'..." 

Brian: I think a lot of it comes from listening 
to music outdoors when we were kids - a certain 
record would go really well with the season 
and the way the weather felt, the way the sky 
looked at night, lightning bugs, the sounds of 
animals having sex- we started listening to the 
environment. 

"So I think through these experiences, we keep 
fine-tuning our tastes. Like this is a day record, this is 
a night record, this is a rain record..." 

My Girls 

In some ways this is the most organic song on the 
album, and one of the most straightforward... it 
feels like a shift from some of the darker electronic 
territories of Strawberry Jam. 

Brian: "That record was kind of an alien 
landscape..." 



Avey: "We wanted to use a lot more acoustic 
and natural stuff because it seemed Strawberry Jam 
was very electronically textured, and we really 
wanted to be conscious of what took up parts of 
the space." 

Also Frightened 

You can hear splashes of water between this 
song and the one before it. 'Also Frightened' 
sounds like someone running through the 
forest, and squelching through swamps. Liquid 
is everywhere. 

Avey: "Surprisingly, when we've talked to 
people we've gotten the same thing -that there's 
this real underwater theme with this record that 
we've been talking about- and at least one side of 
that is this lagoon thing. " 



'We started listening 
to the environment' 



Daily Routine 

Some kind of storms here, with cracked organs, 
arpeggiated sounds and a thicket of minimalist 
repetitive drum lines... 

Avey: "I can remember us all sitting outside, 
listening to Music For 18 Musicians by Steve 
Reich, and that being veryjungle-y in that context - 
I think we all experienced it that way, hearing it in 
the outdoors, being out there." 

Bluish 

This one could be a Beach Boys collaboration 
through a transdimensional wormhole - it's like 
a shimmery wash of -not sunshine, but sunshine 
acid, about being so intensely crushing on someone 
that all sensations blur together. But no one in 
Animal Collective has synaesthesia, apparently. 



Brian: " People have asked us, but I've seen 
the synaesthesia tests. I think a lot of people, 
myself included, had this thing of thinking we 
were synaesthetic, you know. . .and I do picture 
a lot of colours and sounds that come to my mind 
when I listen to music, but I've seen that test 
where there's a whole page of the number two, 
and somewhere in there is the number five, and 
for a normal person they recognize it because it 
looks a little different. . .but in synaesthesia, all 
the twos will appear green, and there there'll 
be a black five. . .it's not a clinical condition that 
I have." 

The next three songs use studio-honed found 
sounds to drive them. 

Avey: "We have a vocabulary that's primarily 
based on sounds-things that would probably 
sound ridiculous if you came to one of our 
practices. It's very simple, like: 'Hey. Let's go up 
there!' Or hand gestures, or using something 
that Brian's collected." 

Taste 

An intriguing song that spins around the question 
"Am I really all the things that are outside of me?" 
while hiding the leastfashionable of instruments 
in the mix. 

Brian: "The didgeridoo isn't super-recognisable, 
it provides a bass tone that just rises. " 

No More Runnin 

This is your slowed-down-languid-tidepool-breather 
(ie still fizzing with life but on a smaller scale), before 
plunging into the euphoric overstimulation of... 

Brothersport 

Avey: "We watched this really ridiculous ocean 
documentary with Leslie Nielsen, where it was just 
him and the boat full of marine biologists. Some of 
that stuff made it onto 'Brothersport', the location 
sounds. HewasjustOL/fof it- they'd been in the sun 
too long." 

www.myanimalhome.net 
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rainbow arabia 

Words: Jesse DarlirT 

Rainbow Arabia are Tiffany and Danny 
Preston -spouses, not siblings -hailing from 
theSoCal badlandsto bring you juicy sun- 
drenched ethnico-technicolor-telectronica 
like you've never heard it before. Well, you 
might've heard something like it on an 
old LP someone bought in some souk 
somewhere and played all summer while 
everyone got dirty and dusty and danced 
in the kitchen and made iced booze in the 
blender. The band formed a little under 
a year ago, when Danny ordered an Arabic 
Casio online and they started jamming out: 
"...bossa nova, disco, goth, new wave, 
Middle Eastern". Since then Rainbow Arabia 
have been touring with Gang Gang Dance 
and hitting the sludgy underground venues 
of LA and New York like a sandstorm. Danny 
answers questions in the speediest email 
interview ever: 

Where do you draw your influences? 

"We both have a broad range. Our 
Middle Eastern influence draws from the 
Sublime Frequencies releases, particularly 
the Omar Souleyman and Choubi Choubi! 
releases. We take that and mix it with 
other influences like Joy Division, OMD, 
Kraftwerk and some Congotronics. Tiffany 
developed her singing style with her past 
likings of Siouxsie and Cambodian and 
Thai compilations." 

Do you feel yourselves to be 
products of a current scene? 

"There are many awesome bands coming 
out of LA right now. Not the same sound, 
but bonded with an overall artistic energy. 
The climate seems to be ready for a surge of 
bands influenced by music from around the 
world. MIA has led the way but I feel there's 
a lot of stuff cooking up out there." 

What kind of instrumentation do 
you use to create your sound? 

"Arabic keyboards are driving the 
beats which are combined with another 
drum machine. These keyboards have 
microtonal compatibilities along with 
traditional instrument selections. So I can 
use an oud sound and adjust the scale on 
the keyboard to give that off-pitched 
eastern sound. Tiffany uses samples and 
a drum pad along with live percussion to 
make her counteracting rhythms. While 
doing all that, she sings and plays her 
screaming SG guitar." 

Do you see your music as political? 

" Not really. . .just free-spirited, 
and hopefully opening people's ears to 
new/old sounds." 

www.rainbowarabia.com 




lime headed dog 

Words: Kev Kharas 

There's a video on Lime Headed Dog's MySpace 
page that shows Ronnie The Rocket' O'Sullivan 
making the fastest maximum break ever recorded 
in snooker. Filmed during a World Championship 
match in 1 997, it's soundtracked not by the soft 
chink of kissing spheres, nor the sporadic 
encouragement of hushed spectators. Instead the 
cue ball clatters like a cymbal when struck and each 
time O'Sullivan finds the pocket a Casio drone shifts 
chords queasily, as journeyman opponent Mick 
Price's face is consumed by a wry grimace. 

While there's no doubt that 'the Essex Exocet' 
is worthy of such testimonials you can't help but 
wonder if there's some waggish art-school concept 



'To please some 
people you might 
have to disgust some 
others' 



behind the video. Or does Lime Headed Dog just 
really like snooker? 

"I just really like snooker," says 23 year-old Joel 
Cox, somewhat inevitably. 

"The tactics, the colours, the outfits, the 
elegance, one man versus another. . .wars should be 
settled with snooker. I develop healthy obsessions 
with things occasionally. Snooker's one that stuck. " 

It's an obsession that's glimpsed again in the 
lyrics to 'Francis Bacon', an awkward, snarky pop 
song that makes mention of the figurative painter, 
3D glasses and ventriloquism before ending with 
the hysterical refrain, "I potted the black! I potted 
the black!"; melding the drug-diary absurdisms of 
Mark E Smith to Avey Tare's mentalist blare. 

"The last verse describes getting a 1 47 which 
is one of the highest scores available. It basically 



involves shitting on the other player so that they 
never even get a go. 

"To please some people you might have to 
disgust some others. You can say that about 
everyone from Francis Bacon to Ronnie O'Sullivan. 

" I wrote the words in Amsterdam while 
wandering around an exhibition of photos by 
Weegee [the pseudonym of Usher Fellig, most 
identified with his austere documentation of street 
life in Forties New York] and they all relate in some 
way to being the best at what you do - and realising 
that sometimes to make great art you have to fly 
solo and piss people off." 

Cox has played the lonely pilot of late, quitting 
as bassist of Good Shoes. " It was never exactly what 
I was into musically and became less so, especially 
as I realised we'd keep playing the same songs and 
never really advance or change," he explains of his 
three-year alliance with the south London band - 
entered into on the basis they all liked The Strokes. 

"Considering the wide interest and expansive 
talent of all the members, it seemed like we got 
stuck somewhere." 

For Cox, those wide interests take in 
contemporary orchestral composer Edmund Finnis - 
"I saw his piece, 'Flicker', the other day at the 
Barbican and it just rocked my socks off" - as well 
as the Brooklyn experiments of Animal Collective, 
Black Dice and Telepathe. 

That's not to say he didn't enjoy the time spent 
in a band with his "oldest and best friends" -Good 
Shoes guitarist Steve Leach is still enlisted on drums 
when Lime Headed Dog play live. But the Dog's 
found a new pack, sharing an aesthetic in the odd, 
DIY pop of this issue's cover star, Micachu, as well as 
a label -with Matthew Herbert's Accidental Records 
on standby for the release of an album and a single, 
both titled 'Kfum And Kfuk'. 

"The future is making music unconstrained by 
commercial sensibilities, I hope. If you have your 
own recording equipment and the ability to release 
records yourself, nothing can go wrong, right?" 

www.myspace.com/limeheadeddog 
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www.myspace.com/emmythegreat 

Debut Album 'First Love', 
Out Feb 2nd 



JANUARY 

31 OXFORD ACADEMY 

0844 477 2000 
FEBRUARY 

1 EXETER PHOENIX 
01392 667 080 

2 BRIGHTON KOMEDIA 

0845 293 8480 

3 CARDIFF CLWB IFOR BACH 
0844 4771000 

5 GLOUCESTER GUILDHALL 
01452 503 050 

6 BATH CHAPEL ARTS 
01225 404 445 

7 READING SOUTH STREET ARTS CENTRE 
0118 960 6060 

9 NORWICH ARTS CENTRE 
01603 660 352 

10 COLCHESTER ARTS CENTRE 
01206 500 900 

11 NOTTINGHAM BODEGA 
08713100 000 

12 LIVERPOOL ACADEMY 2 
0844 477 2000 

14 GLASGOW KING TUTS 
0870169 0100 

15 ABERDEEN MOSHULU 
08444 771000 

16 EDINBURGH CABARET VOLTAIRE 
08444 771000 

17 NEWCASTLE CLUNY 
0191230 4474 

19 SHEFFIELD PLUG 
0114 2413040 

20 LEEDS BRUDENELL SOCIAL 
0870 264 3333 

21 HULLADELPHI 
01482 210 018 

22 STOKE SUGARMILL 
01159 454 593 

24 MANCHESTER RUBY LOUNGE 
- 0871424 4444 

25 BIRMINGHAM GLEE CLUB 
■■ 0871472 0400 

26 BRISTOL FLEECE 
0117 929 9008 

27 LONDON ULU 
0844 576 5483 



MONEY WILL RUIN EVERYTHING 
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VISIT WIVW.RUNE6RAMM0F0N.COM 
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Dominick Fernow is Prurient, New York-based noise 

conceptualist channelling negative energy into exultant verse # 

tumultuous rumble and sharp arrowheads of feedback 
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"Since being a child, I've had these feelings of 
alienation and removal. I used to lay on my bed 
and stare at the wall and see a crack and fixate 
on it, and just be consumed with dread. For 
a long time, I had this feeling that inanimate 
objects were actually evil, and malevolent. 
But I slowly became aware that it was just my 
state of mind... it had nothing to do with the 
decor, and everything to do with me, and the 
remove I felt from my environment. If you stare 
at someone's face for long enough, you start 
to see them as a shape instead of a person. 
If you say a word 1 00 times in a row, it loses 
its meaning and becomes a sound." 

I first saw Prurient play live at the Full Moon 
pub in Bristol in 2005. Bare to the waist, torso 
jack-knifing, unleashing pained howls and 
using twin microphones to coax bursts of 
needling, high-end scree from a roaring 
amplifier, at first glance there seemed to be 
little to distinguish DominickFernowfrom 
a legion of angry, male noise artists all gnawing 
at the same bone. But then, there was 
something else at work here. Back turned to 
the audience, moments of silence conjuring up 
unbearable tension, Fernow's performance had 
the feel of something ritualised, internalised, 
private. If noise's most grotesque projects 
seem to delight in dredging up corpses, 
uncovering things most vile and obscene, 
the sense lingered that Prurient was outto 
leave something buried. 

and still, wanting 

Let's talk about obsession. 

"Quite soon after I came back from one of 
my early tours, a friend said something that felt 
quite profound to me. He said ittook him a 
long time to realise that he didn't have a lot of 
interests. That shocked me at the time; it 
seemed so regressive. But I thought about it, 
and I concluded, I was the same. I don't have 
a lot of interests. I'm very interested in a few 
things. I think especially now, in a culture that 
is based on imitation, driven by not just 
information but a thirst for temporary 
information -things now, especially music, are 
so much more accessible - obsession is an 
important fuel in developing your own art. 
Until you really spend time with things, it's hard 
to understand why you're really doing them." 

Dominick Fernow speaks with the focus and 
careful explanation of a man who's spent a very 
longtime thinking about what he's doing, and 
why. As owner of Hospital Productions, a 
record shop and noise label operating in a small 
space in Manhattan's East Village, Fernow is 
a central node in a noise underground that's 
existed across the United States since the early 
Eighties. His music- in essence, abrasive blasts 
of raw sound, accompanied by vocals and 
soaked in distortion - has inherited much from 
this history. But unlike much of the modern 
American noise scene, whose aesthetic still 
owes much to the grainy photocopied images 
that adorned early British power electronics 
cassettes back in the early Eighties (corpses, 
S&M, concrentration camps, etc) the artwork of 
Prurient's records speaks in a very different 
aesthetic language: of natural phenomena and 
heavy machinery, biology and botany, 
crumbling ruins and gleaming skyscrapers. 

That's not to say Fernow isn't driven by 
humanity's seamier side: while his music is 
concerned with sex and yearning, fear and 
death -the human condition, if you will -the 
difference is in the mode of expression. "The 
word 'prurient' is essentially defined by an 
unhealthy interest in sex, but when I chose it 
as a name, I wanted to recontextualise that 



word," explains Fernow. "Instead of showing root of suffering 

images of sexuality or pornography, I wanted "Oh God! I have discovered love! How 

to show images of everyday life, of asexual marvellous! How good! How beautiful it is 

things -meaning an unhealthy interest in body is warm/From the heat of this love/He 

everyday life. And I wanted to drive home this secret! How deep!"- Prurient, 'Precious Lc 
idea over time of a layering - of metaphor and 

icon, rather than literal." The result: since 2001, Born and raised in rural Madison, Wisconsi 

a flood of albums, singles, cassettes and Fernow founded Prurient at the age of 1 6 i 

collaborations to rival virtually any release 1 997, an era when noise culture was still fii 

schedule in noise, but each presented with underground, a far-flung network of outsi 

a perfectionist's hand. Images, texts, sounds and extremists trading tapes in the mail . A 

and concepts are juxtaposed in a way that skirts of extreme metal and true crime literature 

literal representations but leaves sensations Fernow was entranced by the idea of indu; 

that linger. 2006's collaboration with Chicago music before he'd even heard it, even 

noise producer Kevin Drumm All Are Guests attempting to approximate how he thoug 

In The House Of The Lord, with its grand, sounded using a friend's computer. A lead 

cinematic monologues and imagery depicting through the letters page of the Relapse 

crumbling Roman ruins; last year's And Still, catalogue, where Fernow found an article 

Wanting, with its packaging depicting Joeseph Roemer of Macronympha titled T 

tumultuous waterfalls, and lyrics-thistime, Current State of American Noise'. "Atthe( 

often coherent, spoken - articulating an almost it said, everyone who's listening to noise sh 

tangible pull of loss or bereavement; or the be making to noise, and send him the tape 

cracked, vicious new album The Black Post I wrote probably the most annoying, obno 

Society, passages of explosive action and dark letter he'd ever received, demanding he te 

ambience packaged in a sleeve depicting close- everything. Within about two weeks I had 

ups of leaves, stalks, and the stamen of flowers. five or six page letter with lists of informat 

Nothing is spoken outright; everything is bands, distributors, labels, manufacturers, 

implied. "Attheendoftheday I'm less I wrote to everyone on the list, and soon Iv 

concerned with the specifics and more with the getting mail from all over the world." 
big picture. Through a perpetual process of In the late Nineties, Fernow moved to 

contextualising, I hope it's building a feeling. Providence, Rhode Island, to attend Rhode 

And that feeling is a soul in distress. I don't Island School Of Art And Design. Hisarriva 

think it matters if people are asking 'What is coincided with the rise of the scene arounc 

wrong here...?' So long as they know Thunder, a warehouse space occupied bya 

something is wrong." and musicians that would later spawn ban 

Time has seen 
Prurient's tense, harsh . *■■■ 

noise blasts gradually 'Negative energy can still 

contaminated by _ *^ _ * * 

other musical DC USed tO C^ate 

elements. 2006's 
grand, melancholy 
Pleasure Ground 'was 
the first Prurient full- 
length to mix 

coruscating noise textures with an I 

undercurrent of pulsing synthesiser, while more the 

recently, last year's Cocaine Death, a collection drag and saw some guy pinning up flyers, 

of I imited cassettes, demonstrated the growing I thought, what if it was a flyer for a noise 



'Negative energy can still 
be used to create' 
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influence of electronic music. Not that Fernow 
is a raver, exactly. "I'm very antisocial -nothing 
will make me more miserable than going to a 
party," he explains, with detached amusement. 
"I hear a sense of darkness and desperation in 
club music - on the surface, it's a party, but 
there's an undercurrent of lust and obsession. 
But I should say, Cocaine Death is a very anti- 
drug record. It's kind of a triptych about the 
desire to escape, but in doing so, that there's 
acceleration towards the very thing you're 
trying to escape." 

Two tracks on Cocaine Death, 'Lay By Son' 
and 'Garden Of Tranquility', were inspired by 
a news report following the death of former 
Playboy playmate Anna Nicole Smith. "It said 
she wanted to be buried in the Caribbean, and 
that struck me as such a poetic idea," says 
Fernow. "The Caribbean I think of something 
as a party, something temporary, and the 
permanence of burial in such an environment- 
it feels like a paradox." Paradox is key to 
Fernow. "If things were clear-cut, life would be 
a very simple process. It's the continual 
destruction of clarity that's ultimately the most 
disturbing. These releases are really about this 
dissatisfaction, that lack of reality. It's not a 
glorification of anything, or an acceptance. It's 
neither ours to accept or embrace, it's the 
human condition, it's not right, it's not wrong; 
it just is. I find a stoic comfort in that." 



show? And I walked over and it was for To Live 
And Shave In LA, who I'd heard of. I ran down 
the guy and I was like, 'I do a noise label !', and 
he was like, 'I do a label too!'. And it was Ben 
[McOsker] from Load Records. I remember 
walking in the door of Fort Thunder and they 
were playing MasonnaoverthePA, and I just 
thought, oh God, I'm home!" 

Fernow fell in with the staff of Armageddon 
Records, a store and label who would release 
his first album proper, 2002's crunchy, visceral 
A History Of AIDS. On the surface, that title 
could be shock schlock, but Fernow explains a 
more personal significance. "As a child, we had 
a family friend who contracted AIDS, and died 
of it. I met him a few times, and heard that he 
died, and how he died. And it was the first time 
in my mind I'd connected sex and death. 
It disturbed me, but it also fascinated me. 
So I started piecing together these things -the 
idea of love as the ultimate weakness. We don't 
choose who we're attracted to, we just do, and 
in that sense it becomes a metaphor for 
vulnerability." History... also featured another 
quality that would become a Prurient hallmark 
-the use of lyrics cribbed from multiple 
locations; this time, from Rumi, the 1 3th 
Century Persian poet, whose writing on love 
and infatuation offered a way out of the noise 
straitjacket. "I loved power electronics, but 
I couldn't relate to the approach," he explains. 
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I enjoy it, I do it because I feel 
the need' 



"The outward sense of aggression - 1 don't 
have a problem with it, but it wasn't me. But 
Igotthatbookasagiftand I was reading it, 
like, wow, it felt like it was written yesterday. 
And I was thinking, who else summed upthe 
bittersweet nature of love than Rumi? I don't 
think anybody else captured that vulnerability, 
that loss of control that attraction brings us." 
On History... the words are barely parsable, 
screeched through a maelstrom of distortion, 
but Fernow is adamant in their importance: 
"I always try to print the lyrics when I can, 
because I don't want it to seem like mindless 
screaming. The excess of the vocal, that further 
drives home that feeling of futility". 

Prurient's lyrics are sourced from numerous 
locations -the works of Buglarian poet 
Lyubomir Levchev, biology textbooks, even 
fortune cookies (a line on 2005's Black Vase, 
"Don't overestimate the light -every day 
begins with darkness" dates back to one 
particularly gloomy dinnertime surprise). But 
the bulk to date have come from an even more 
unexpected location, however: his own mother, 
writer, poet and public radio broadcaster Jean 
Feraca, whose writings appear on Troubled 
Sleep, Fossil, and Prurient's new book project 
for Heartworm Press, The Rose Pillar. 
Comprising of a 1 1-inch record and a hard- 
bound book, it's a tribute to Fernow's uncle 
Stephen Feraca, who died of lung cancer. The 
text, extracted from Feraca's memoir, tells how 
Fernow and his mother witnessed his uncle's 
death first hand, perched by his hospital bed. 
" It was the most formative event of my I if e, " 



he explains. When he died, there was a sudden 
calmness, a sense of equilibrium. And that 
shocked me. I thought I would be. ..not scared, 
but I thought I'd be more horrified. That 
experience, that process of transformation, 
it shattered my fantasies, the fantasies that 
were driving me as a child. I started to question 
this element of horror, of fictionalised violence 
and cruelty. I started to feel angry about 
that kind of art. I began to feel it was a form 
of manipulation." 

For those for whom noise is less an 
expression of freedom than a new set of 
strictures in the extreme, this is the sort of talk 
that leads to excommunication. Fernow has 
avoided this fate so far, doubtless thanks to 
his plain dedication to the scene and the 
unwavering quality of the records he releases. 
What proved testing for slightly more dogmatic 
members of the noise hardcore, though, was 
the news that Prurient was taking up an 
invitation to tour the US in support of XiuXiu 
in late 2008. Fernow contends there is more 
similarities between Prurient and Xiu Xiu than 
there are differences. "They've a very unique 
personal vision, they're very extreme people 
in their way. All these message board noise 
people complaining, calling them 'indie rock 
pussies' - in their real lives, Xiu Xiu are a lot 
more power electronics than most who'd wear 
that tag." 

However, he has his own trepidations about 
playing to a non-noise crowd. "I'm not here 
to upset people, I'm completely over that idea 
of noise as a weapon. I'm not into being, you 



know, the extreme guy." But Prurient's current 
live show- which forsakes the bare chests and 
ear-shredding screech of perfomances past for 
a slightly more nuanced, pent up performance 
of interweaving synthesisers and simmering 
tension - certainly boasts a new accessibility 
those early, brutalist shows lacked. It's the 
sort of move that's going to be perceived in 
some quarters as a crossover attempt, and 
that inevitably alienates those for whom noise 
should be a closed shop. "Well, good, because 
those people are my enemies," shrugs Fernow. 
"People who want to define, categorise, and 
gentrify noise into being one and the same... 
you know, if it can't stand on its own, if all it 
has is traditions, than it has nothing. I hope 
they are upset." 

returning truth 

Do you consider your work a release? 

"Many people have assumed my work 
is a catharsis, which is something I totally 
reject. Catharsis means to let go, but there 
is no letting go in what I do - it's always with 
me. I call what I'm doing 'negative meditation'. 
Negative energy is conjured, and used - it's 
an attempt to reclaim that energy. For me 
it's not as simple as embracing what can 
destroy you. Negative energy can still be used 
to create." 

Do you feel good after you perform? 

"No, never. That's not a part of it. It's 
not fun. I don't do it because I enjoy it, I do 
it because I feel the need. Why? I don't know. 
To find out. I guess that's why." 



plan b 1 27 



Plan B goes post-genre with DIY-pop band Micachu And The Shapes, 

the lost and found sound of a new UK 



Words: kicking_k 
Photography: Tara Darby 



ingredients 

It's 2009, and DIY, like punk and indie before it, 
is being everywhere recuperated and madeover- 
methodology to aesthetic to schtick. Every press 
release that flutterbyes into the Plan B bunker 
stresses this or that artist's noble autonomy or 
dramatic outsiderdom (weblinks attached, available 
for interview). The words sour inside the office 
stereo every time it turns out what they're doing 
themselves - exhibit a: the music - is as entirely 
predictable and calculatedly careerist as a CV. 

Of course, it's beyond good that the practical 
power of production and promotion is now 
available to so many, but the quality of the product 
(even if free) is still down to the same ingredients: 
taste (1 5%), skill (1 0%) and imagination (75%). 

false start 

The mainstreaming of DIY- which seems 
irreversible this time, thanks to our friend, 
technology - means artists can become their own 
manager, PR, engineer, label-boss and designer. 
Which is what we want, right? Utopia now! 

Except. . .the creative spark that started the 
process can easily be smothered under the 
procession of professional social personas who 
follow. For every empowered eccentric, there's an 
audience-worth of rather less artistic artists hustling 
existing templates toward established markets. 

Equally inevitably, those fans complicit in the 
commodification of music are being supplanted by 
online avatars happy to ref rame it as data, and share 
as such. Labels and magazines struggle (the latter 
get more money from the former than from 
readers). Yeah, it's an interesting time to be starting 
a career in music... 

the calthorpe arms, farringdon I 

"The NME took away all our imperfections," says 
Mica Levi, AKA Micachu ('guitar, guitar and sing'), 
with middling stoicism. "We'd been airbrushed ! " 
laughs Raisa ('keys, electronics, perc and singalittle'), 
making it sound like 'ambushed' and shaking her 
head for maximum cognitive dissonance. 

Meanwhile, Marc ('drums, perc and singabit') 
is more concerned with an early live review: " It said 
the performance was two-dimensional which ..." 
He pauses, incredulous: " .../ don't think it was." 
Mica's unbothered, tongue-in-cheek solution is that 
the Shapes stand in arrow formation from now on 
("There's more perspective") but Marc isn't giving 
up: " Like, Raisa has to play the synth lines, but also 
layer percussion -we're a//singing, and doing all we 



can individually to beef up the sound." By now 
everyone else is giggling, and he smiles, thinly: 
" It's not a sore point" (in a sliiightly hurt tone). 

Diplomatically, I steer them toward talking about 
a recent first excursion to NYC. Either carefully 
sincere, or absolutely not, Mica summarises: "It was 
very exciting. And very. . . " 

"...difficult," decides Raisa. "We didn't have a 
keyboard for the first gig. Second gig, the keyboard 
broke halfway through. Third -we didn't know it 
was acoustic, so had to muster stuff for that. . . " 

Mica: "We played with Scouting For Girls on that 
day. It was mental." She pauses for less time than it 
took you to read this sentence. " It wasn't mental at 
all. It was totally sober." 

OK, OK, wait, wait, stop. 

alienation 

Excuse me for getting Brechtian on yr reading time, 
but aren't you sick of interviews that focus on how 
fun the musicians are, as if the music was just a 
soundtrack? That's exactly the promo guano I was 
complaining about to the left. Fuck that. 

Let's get serious: this band are on the cover 
for a reason. So far as I'm concerned, they're 
the most promising young British prospects 
since. ..who? When? 

Anyway, here's how I met them. Correction: 
'her'. Micachu was Shapeless, back then, not a 
bandleader but a producer. What she'd produced 
was a mixtape, Filthy Friends -still downloadable 
free from her MySpace if you have 54.2 meg 
available in yr heart and mind. 

follow signs 

Signposted by architectural phrases transplanted 
from the audiobook of Peter Ackroyd's London: 
The Biography, it sounds like an accelerated derive 
through the capital's incongruous neighbourhoods 
- business and leisure, high-tensile glass and 
Victorian brick, cockney and internationalist-the 
zones and thruways of nervous systems. 

The quotes hint how art has risen again and 
again from the poorer areas, where the 'nasty 
pleasures' of theatres and music halls were often 
located. "I was living in Bow [home to Roll Deepet 
al], and everyone just came to my room to record all 
their bits," she says, listing her equipment as "Logic 
Express -and... a microphone I borrowed." 

someone else's city 

Comparing the mix to 2008's other distillation of the 
24-hour city - The Bug's London Zoo (being paint- 



thick shadows and congested basements of an old 
metropolis) is like superimposing the multi-coloured 
melody lines of the tube map onto the grain of a 
satellite photo. Micachu's magical urbanism is more 
wireless networks and automatic doors. 

And it's not just districts that it moves between - 
it's scenes -stray indie troubadours (including 
Golden Silvers and Man Like Me- who she met 
at clubs), non-grime aligned MCs (like Mayhem 
and Baker Trouble, who she met "on MySpace, 
in internet caffs"), sudden stabs of guttertech 
and stretches of academic strings. Any or all are 
lucky to last 1 5 seconds before being super- 
deformed orTetsuo-ed as their caff einated host 
pitch-shifts up or pushes tempo 0-60 with 
Laundromat drum rolls (she gave up tea 
immediately after). 



'Dyslexia's got 
a lot of perks' 



warm-up 

An hour before meeting the others, Mica is 
shepherded from Farringdon's wintry streets into 
the sunless Plan B offices (having gotten lost on the 
way, she is full of suggestions for better signage). 
Once settled with a mug of tea (she's "getting back 
into it" after quitting smoking - "I need two vices") 
and the radiator full-on, I ask how she managed 
such a 59-minute feat of syncretism. 

"Just. . . " She mimes pulling stuff from the ether 
and kneading it together -Jackson Pollock meets 
Minority Report. "That was the funnest bit." And 
this is where the interview broke. 

Where do you find all these collaborators? 
" Send them something. Ask if they want to get 
involved." I hmm. 

old map 

Because I planned this article to be about 
overlapping networks: The Artist Soon To Be 
Known As Micachu short-circuiting between 
exclusive demi-mondes. . . has her gender caused 
any problems moving between worlds? 

"It's definitely very boy-y in this job. It's like if you 
can do kick-ups - 'oh, you're really good at football 
- for a girl' - there's always that bit of. . . " But you 
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haven't had any notably bad experiences - " No. 
I think it would be quite - old-fashioned. It probably 
is still there." 

She doesn't sound much interested or worried. 
Discussing grime and hip-hop's uneasy attitude 
toward homosexuality - she's gay - is less 
comfortable: " I can't say anything about other 
people's lives. It's not my life -at all. I think everyone 
I worked with knew about me, and . . . we were just 
business-like about it." 

I was wrong. I underestimated technology. 
I underestimated how quickly technology 
reconfigures its users. 

a moving story 

Mica grew up "half an hour on a train" from 
London. In a cute (but functional) inversion, Filthy 
Friends would tape together the social mix she 
explored when finally arriving full-time. 

Like many freelance producers, she's something 
of a person-collector- learning as much as she can 
from each but also filing them away for what they 
can offer her productions. Working relationships 
were quickly cemented with the more traditionally 
urban Cluster Collective (including soprano Miss 
Bienek), Ghost Poet (suburban ruminations) and 
Kwes (producer whose bass notes melt like tar). 

During the day, Mica was studying at London's 
Guildhall School Of Music And Drama -as were... 

the calthorpe arms, farringdon II 

"I was really intimidated by her," says Raisa, 
before coolly itemising the former's outfit on their 
first meeting, hands-in-beige-coat-pockets to 
hoops'n'hairstyle. In the backdround, a wide-eyed 
Mica clutches her forehead, a) amazed and 
b) amused: "I can't believe that- 1 feel terrible. " 
Raisa: "It's 'cause everyone said, Talk to Mica about 
electronic music' - and I thought: she's gonna know 
more than me..." 

Mica cackles. "How wrong you were, right?" 
(Elsewhere in the interview, she's at pains to point 
out her bandmates have ongoing projects of their 
own - Raisa having already scored a successful 
advert in Germany, and Marc leading a nine-piece 
drum'n'bass band - "It's good to to have a lot of 
people to look at" . (So it doesn't seem two- 
dimensional? I josh, everthe button-pusher). 

The three would go beyond first impressions via 
Mica's S'N'M (Society for New Music) night: "To 
provide concert opportunities for pieces by student 
composers, for various ensembles. We have bands, 
too, and try and mould it together - so everyone can 
perform a piece written specifically for that night. 
It's very irregular..." 

Soon, friends started to synchronise as 
musicians via shared lessons and loaned CDs - Mica 
inadvertently reveals that she's remaindered some of 
Raisa's. Luckily for her, my rapidfire questioning 
shunts them onto their first rehearsal (which Mica 
recorded: "Itwas-fun"); how their perceptions of 
each other evolved ("Mica's more geeky than I 
thought," observes Raisa, as her subject confirms 
"I'm -not cool/' she offers, golden proud); and first 
shows -at S'N'M: "We've performed experimental 
pieces people have written for us, as a band - things 
that involve us reading texts, all sorts." 

shorter releases 

FFWD through two Plan B singles of the month: 
May's 'Lone Ranger' ("Bluesy. Good use of space. " - 
Everett True, " Horrible drums" - Louis Pattison) and 
August's 'Golden Phone' ("Likeably obnoxious" - 
Lauren Strain, "So pop, so weird" - Stevie Chick). 

the calthorpe arms, farringdon III 

Halfway through a UK tour, I ask if they've assumed 
non-musical roles yet (in the way our niche in the 
family shapes our personality). 
Raisa: "Marc is Finance Man." 



Mica: "Look at him, with his buttoned shirt... it's 
so neat. " In every group, someone has to be the 
organised one and - it gets a bit fuzzier after that. 

"Raisa's early for everything," offers Mica, 
before abruptly free-falling into an angst attack 
(AAANGSSTATTAAACKK!): "I don't.. .really have... 
a useful job. . . " Considering this is coming from the 
principal songwriter, the Shapes to her side smile. 
"I don't even help unpack- 1 have two things! My 
guitar and my amp. I plug it in -and I'm done..." 

As for packing up: "She finds her way into 
a conversation with someone at a convenient 
moment-" notes Marc, wryly. 

Raisa: "Ortunes her guitar for an hour..." 

Mica has by now adopted the tone one might at 
the Holy Sacrament of Confession: "We recorded 
this gig once, and - 1 was a little drunk; we were all 
a little drunk - and I was tuning my guitar for two 
minutes in between songs - which is a long time, 
considering most of our songs last two minutes. . . " 

People probably thought it was an exercise in 
modern composition. 

She shifts to affronted: "If I talk too much, as 
well, they just start the next song. . ! " 

What kind of things d'you find yourself saying? 

She considers this. "A load of old bollocks. " 

Raisa throws in an impersonation: "'Thanks!' 
[Pause] Thanks!'" 

Marc, meanwhile, articulates the eternal tragedy 
of the modern drummer: "The few times I've tried 
to put a bit of banter in, the crowd's silent- and 
I realise my mic's really quiet. . . " 

enter mentor 

Months before you read this, I net a pre-promo 
CD-R of their proposed debut, Jewellery, recorded 
in various configurations (Micachu alone in 
bedroom, Micachu and the Shapes in the studio) 
with producer Mathew Herbert. Mica has no idea 
how he first heard her- but recreates the ensuing, 
possibly historic, interchange for posterity: " He said: 
'd'you wanna do a record?' and I said: 'yeah'. " 
Here's my review of the result: 

we say 

Micachu And The Shapes, Jewellery (Accidental): 
She's reined in her focus - this is a band record, 
with no place for MCs or samples of others (Herbert 
famously banned the latter in his own manifesto) 
although the scenery is largely found soundscapes. 
"Sometimes I use really obvious presets, and 
sometimes I record things I find in my room... cups, 
dropping things on the floor. . .you can loop 
anything - bits of guitar. . . " 

D'you ever go hunting through the house for 
stuff you can use?"Sometimes. Especially the 
kitchen. It has an array of things." 

Enter, stage left: phone tones, crockery clinks, 
mouth-clicks and pops, pipe clang, vacuum bass; 
ad hoc pop songs that effortlessly build momentum 

- but are always changing direction. Most bands' 
first record embodies the challenge of limited means 

- the spectrum and mass of compositional ideas 
here make an aesthetic of it (even when many tracks 
don't even break two minutes). 

Further on from Filthy Friends' superabundant 
metamix, each takes a few very separate elements 
(looped ingredients, defamiliarised instruments, 
tempo shifts and melodic switches) and leaves yr 
mind free to join them up -when a song unfolds 
out of the collage (and it always does) it has the 
magical kick of an optical illusion. Urn, for the ears. 
From the lilting, lyrical outlets of 'Wrong' to 'Just In 
Case's addictive pile-ups, the formal game is in 
finding which expert-level Tetris combinations 
(modernist ambience and sucker-punch choruses, 
modem-dry scratches of guitar and extra thick 
smoothie synthlines, vintage radio fizz and feral 
yowls like fluo highlighter) score the most satisfying 
multi-line wipeout. 



they say 

Unsurprisingly, they struggle to name their favourite 
songs, preferring to list textural effects or 
transitions. The title of the album, Mica says, is 
"'Cause it's quite polished. And in reference to the 
second record - even if it's something we put out 
free - that's gonna be called Debris. " 

Marc: " Like - 'Golden Phone' was pop, but 
with rough bedroom-production - it's about that 
contrast." Meanwhile, Mica's almost apologetic 
about the structure: "All my composition teachers 
want me to write an extended idea. . . I've made all 
sorts of excuses. Like: I have a short attention span 
'cause I'm from the iPod generation. . . " 

"You don't want to spoil the authenticity of that 
first idea." Marc announces (I'm unsure if this is a 
further excuse or lofty statement of truth). 

Mica: "I don't develop things gradually. I have 
one idea, then stick another to it - then another. . . " 
She gestures grandly toward the future. "I want to 
get better at longer pieces in my 70 years left. . . " 
Halts: "Wait, that's unrealistic. . . " 

mentor's lair 

I derail her lifespan calculations by asking after 
the recording process, and Herbert's studio. "It gets 
so hot. All the equipment- Seventies digital DIY kits, 
army gear, amazing handmade pre-amps-warm up 
this small space..." 

What was he like to work with..? 

Mica: "Very nice. [Pause] That's not good 
enough, is it?" Nah. "Alright: very accommodating, 
encouraging, and enthusiastic. He brought a lot of 
ideas - and we argued through them ..." 

Who won most of the arguments? I ask, 



'The NME took 
away all our 
imperfections' 



a detestable hack scenting a story. 

Somewhere in the real world, Mica shrugs. "It 
depended - if it worked, it worked. " 

to do 

It works. But where next? Well, first is Jewellery's 
release, any minute now - one of an abrupt new 
crop on Herbert's Accidental label (see also: Lime 
Headed Dog and The Invisible). Then: "Touring, 
touring, touring." Debris will settle at some point, 
which Mica sees as the second in a Shapes trilogy, 
thesis-antithesis-synthesis style. Likewise, a second 
mixtape - with Kwes - is apparently happening, 
and she's somehow found time/space to stealthily 
aggregate her own string quartet, who she'll put 
out a seven-inch with. See/hear for yourself. 

symptoms 

As a joke, because " people were starting to think 
that I was born and bred in the ghetto. . .which was 
a bit of a worry", Mica seeded an online rumour 
she'd been raised in a Surrey (true) mansion (false). 
Actually, her parents are both music teachers: 
"They, like me, are crap at everything else. " She 
shrugs. " . . .you don't get a lot of money, being 
a teacher- but I had a very rich cultural kind of... 
thing, a lot of books around. I started learning music 
really young, every day, since I can remember. " 

At 1 6, she was diagnosed as dyslexic: " I got 
tested before GCSEs. It's got a lot of perks - 
education-wise. " This is how she secured the 
computer she'd later use for her recordings (and 
which she refers to as her 'dyslexia prize'). 

It seems to push people into expressing 
themselves in different ways -being more confident 
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'You can loop 
anything' 



in pictures - or sounds - than words. "Yeah - it can 
get embarrassing. But, hey: free computer! " 

When I ask after non-musical influences, she 
digs back into the bag where she'd recently 
(rapturously) unearthed a mid-interview chocolate 
bar. "There's a visual thing - repetition. . . I can show 
you - but you can't record it. " (I'd had to scold her 
for answering questions entirely with hand gestures 
or sound FX). "Just something I enjoy doing - a bit 
like writing scores." 

It's a pocketbook of page after page of simple, 
hand-drawn patterns, monochrome shapes -the 
origin of the homemade geometry that adorns their 
packaging and uniforms. Indeed, when I asked after 
the origin of the name, Raisa is happy to admit, 
"It was so we could have T-shirts." 

primary evidence 

Lyrics: "Are they about my life? No. They're just a 
load of old bollocks-that rhyme," Mica sniffs. 
I let it go, 'cause I get the sense that words are the 
collaborators she trusts least, but: "At first we will 
rush/But that's 'cause we're both afraid/Forget 
about trust/We'll toughen you up. " ('Guts') "It will 
probably come out a jungle of words. " ('Just In 
C ase') "I'm so tired/My muscles ache/And I'm so 



bored/That my heart can't break. .." ('Eat Your 
Heart') Pretty intriguing bollocks, I'd say. Clever 
bollocks. Beautiful bollocks, even. 

dead ends 

Some questions that went nowhere: What's your 
favourite software and why? (I meant to further ask 
if she used it in ways it wasn't designed for). Any 
reason the songs are sequenced the way they are? 
( " Because it sounds good " - the correct answer, 
also demonstrating sometime gulf between 
musician and journalist). Who are yr musical peers? 
(I listened, mostly disagreed). 

other interviews 

Mica makes a point of citing outsider composer 
Harry Partch as inspiration and hero in every 
interview she can (" I love how he started from 
scratch - so honest") and he may guide her long- 
term plan to grow into one herself: she's already had 
a piece based on radio interference performed by 
the London Philharmonic; parents attended - "very 
proud " . For now, for me, Jewellery feels closer to 
that other maverick, Joe Meek, and his domestic 
attempts at the artifice of cinematic dramatics; 
except with her, it's more Noughties communication 
devices; the micro, the digital, the glitch. 

She seems embarrassed by the amount of 
attention given to the post-Partch instruments 
she's made so far- "I don'tthink I'm doing anything 
new- lots of people in industrial bands do it..." 
A suddenly brandished custom three-stringed guitar 
has a fourth spiralling off like curly tail (allowing her 
to add painful twanging at will). "It sounds much 
better than it looks, actually." She ruefully returns it 



to binbag. "I'm making one out of a CD rack at the 
moment- it's got a wheel which plucks strings. 

" I just need to get some more power tools 
for Christmas..." 

start for real 

It's 2009, and the DIYing of the mainstream is the 
natural response to what may be a permanent 
downturn in the entertainment business (after years 
and years of reptilian excess). But the technologies 
undercutting music sales are also making new 
connections possible - Micachu And The Shapes 
met in LDN, but their natural habitat is co.uk, one 
of a swelling wave of bands spawned by the 
possibilities - and focused by the limitations - of 
broadband culture. It's no coincidence this music 
sounds like Walkman bass boost, 3G phone chirrup, 
Mac beats (not McBeats) - all the machines we carry 
with us to override the real world. 

Micachu may identify with outsiders (and share 
their idiosyncrasy), but hers is a story of bypassing 
borders, reaching out and connecting, virtually but 
directly; how the medium -be it MP3, MySpaceor 
MSN - can escape hierarchies and centres. 

More: the fact that territorial prejudice, the 
obstacles previous generations have batttered 
against or been filtered through, turned out to be 
the non-story at the heart of this article, an easy 
answer to a vexed question, is more interesting - 
and more important- than anything I've written 
here. The habits of this generation are slaying an 
industry, but collaborative projects between equals 
flourish as capital endeavours fail. 

Downsize yr budget. Enlarge yr ambition. It's an 
incredible time to be starting a career in music. 
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vivian girls 

Words: Everett True 
Photography: Steve Double 



Three chords, maximum reverb, total simplicity: are these 
Brooklyn pop grrrls the anti-Marnie Stern? 



"A lot of them take drugs because they feel broken, 
sad, crippled, unfairly blue, can't sleep, weak- 
kneed, circumstances unforeseen" - Comet Gain, 
The Story Of The Vivian Girls (In What Is Known As 
The Realms Of The Unreal)' 

Is there a fundamental schism at the heart of 
alternative pop music? 

This is the first question I refuse to answer. 

Why are your songs shorter than Fuck Buttons 
(say)? Did you have musical tutorage? 

Cassie Ramone: "Our songs are short because 
we are of the opinion that if you have something 
to say, you should say it as concisely as possible. 
We like to get right to the point." 

There is a fundamental misapprehension at the 
heart of people's understanding of my love of the 
Vivian Girls. Two decades ago, I had to fend off 
accusations that the music I liked - not boorish, 
frailties intact, rooted in the Sixties femme pop 
of the Ramones and The Shaggs, often bordering 
on the shambolic -was somehow not 'proper'. 
It was looked down upon as being amateur (like 
the word is an insult, like music is a competition). 
That because a group like Beat Happening utilised 
silence as an instrument and didn't have a bassist, 
or Shop Assistants liked to keep things simple and 
noisy, or Talulah Gosh liked flowery dresses, they 
somehow meant less than The Smiths, or, to give 
a more ordinary example, The Weather Prophets. 

I was ridiculed, roundly and often: the music got 
categorised and derogatorily referred to as twee. . . 
why? It favoured expression. It favoured a linear 
alternative to rock'n'roll - the idea alternative music 
could tackle pop in the same way it usually tackled 
rock: the idea it could be centred around two- 
minute bursts of energy and not be tied to 
contentious notions of 'punk' when the word punk 
was devalued even in 1 9-f ucking-77, for fuck's sake. 

It got called 'C86', even though most of 
the groups on that NME tape compilation were 
closer to Simple Minds in spirit than The Pastels. 
And the fact it went on to inspire a generation 
of underground-level kids looking for ways round 
the dreary solidarity of alt rock, the fact it was 
a primary influence upon Riot Grrrl and hence this 
very magazine. . .this is barely acknowledged. 

Ask Amelia Fletcher. 

Ask Vivian Girls, the new sensations on the 
block. They're so embarrassed or ignorant of their 
heritage, they refer to their glorious, clattering pop 
music as 'shoegaze' (something the revisionist 
college historians at Pitchfork unwittingly reinforce) 
- even though it's all about the early Ramones 
thrash (Vivian Girls get early Ramones like no band 
before or since Shop Assistants) and primal emotion 
(a charge you could never lay at the. . . urn . . .feet of 
theshoegazers). 

Yeah, My Bloody Valentine were shoegaze too. 

And Sonic Youth are a pretty good 'noise' band. 



Two decades on, and folk are still making fun. 

One Guardian correspondent refers to Vivian 
Girls as the band "most likely to induce multiple 
orgasms (and a coronary)" in my good self. Actually, 
I justthink theirthree-part harmonies are magic. 

What do you have planned for the second LP? 

Cassie: "So far, we have a little more than half 
of the second album written. The songs are darker 
and a little more intricate than those on the first 
album. You can expect more songs like Tell The 
World' and 'I Believe In Nothing'." 

'I Believe In Nothing' from the debut album 
Vivian Girls (In The Red) - you know, the one that 
sold out its initial pressing of 500 in 1 days - is the 
one that ends with a mantra-like refrain over a 
clattering, stand-up drum beat, with layers of drone/ 



You just know they adore The 
Shangri-La's and eat ice cream in 
the street 



fuzz guitar. Its guitar solo is the anti-Marnie Stern. 
Tell The World' wallows in noise, the way Dr Mix 
And The Remix once wallowed. It too clatters 
unmercifully but wonderfully. I take Cassie's 
comments to mean . . .wait. . .why would they want 
to go more intricate? No one from America 
understood The Shaggs' Philosophy Of The World 
for decades. There was nothing to understand. 

What stands out most about recording the 
first album? What were you hoping it might 
sound like? 

Cassie: "We wanted it to have a similar sound to 
the Black Tambourine's song 'I Was Wrong'. What 
stands out most in my mind is that it was recorded in 
a really cold basement and huddling up by the space 
heater to keep warm the whole time. " 



Blank Dogs No-one seems to know who he is, 
but the prolific garage loner has collected 20 tracks 
in spittle-flecked thrall to The Cure and Joy Division 
for issue on double LP and CD. 

The Hunches Possibly the final album from a band 
who've been playing penultimate shows since June 
2007, Exit Dreams is classic Hunches; sounds not so 
much mixed as stacked hazardously atop each other. 



The Strange Boys Jay Reatard helps Texan 
quartet The Strange Boys produce songs like 'Heard 
You Wanna Beat Me Up' and 'No Way For A Slave 
To Behave'. 
(Kev Kharas) 



Vivian Girls - Cassie, Kickball Katy and Ali - are 
from Brooklyn. Their music resonates with the sort 
of saturated splendour that makes both Times New 
Viking and the twin drummers of Shop Assistants so 
wonderful; and you just know that their live shows 
must fall apart at the slightest provocation; and you 
just know they adore The Shangri-La's and eat ice 
cream in the street and record entire albums in half 
a day because to do anything else would be boring. 
Stand-out song 'Where Do You Run To' is like Shop 
Assistant's 'Safety Net', or Whyte Boots's 
'Nightmare', for 2009: and every last fractured 
harmony and driven beat throws me roundly back 
into Cricklewood, mid-Eighties, five to a floor and 
the rent due tomorrow, nothing better than the 
thrash of guitars strings played like a chainsaw, 
sweat dripping across our faces, cheap amps 

threatening to overload 
any moment... 
What do the 
following groups have 
in common . . .The White 
Stripes, Nirvana, the 
Beatles, Vivian Girls? 
This is the second 
question I would prefer 
not to answer. 

What sort of audience do you get at yr shows? 
Do they dress or behave any different to other 
audiences? Are they cutie kids? Punks? Do you 
get heckled? 

Cassie: "In general, people run the gamut from 
punks to hipsters to college kids to middle-aged 
record collectors. We get the opposite of heckling - 
everyone is really nice to us. I don't know if I'd 
describe us as 'punk rock' perse, but all three 
of us do come from a strong punk scene in 
New York and New Jersey. We've all been actively 
involved with playing and putting on basement/ 
living room punk shows, and we have punk and 
DIY ethics." 

Do you write about emotions or 
experiences? Are you lucky or unlucky people? 

Cassie: "I write about both at the same time. 
I think that I'm a very lucky person who happens to 
be unlucky in love." 

What is your idea of a great pop song? 

Cassie: "A catchy song with hooks and 
interesting phrasing that doesn't overstay its 
welcome. Burt Bacharach is my favourite 
songwriter. Most of his hits fall into that category." 

You see, Vivian Girls aspire, but not to some 
readymade ideal of aspiration. Vivian Girls are 
perfectly able to pick and choose for themselves. 

Are you surprised that folk like you? Why do 
you suppose that is? 

Cassie: "I think it's because we are so loyal, 
responsible, active, loving, caring, sharing, 
kind-hearted, warm, accommodating, sexy, 
compassionate, tolerant, and laid back." 
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buraka som sistema 

Words: Thorn Gibbs 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 

Get down with the hard-ass carnival beats of kuduro, 
via these militant club kids from the Lisbon suburbs 



Hello, Buraka Som Sistema. Hello, producers 
Lil' John, Riot, Conductor and MC Kalaf . Hello, 
sparse 808 beats, brutal synths, ancient handclaps, 
militant vocals. Hello, 2009's angriest party. In their 
Enchudua ('plugged in') studio in the Lisbon suburb 
of Buraca, John, Riot, and Conductor crafted last 
year's devastating album Black Diamond. Kalaf 
cropped up repeatedly among a cast of dozens of 
MCs. The music, they say, is progressive kuduro. Out 
of Angola, made in Portugal. Irresistibly danceable, 
universally understandable. Ready for export. 

" Me and Riot started doing music together at 
school," says John. "We would experiment on my 
father's computer and a shitty sampler. One day in 
2004 we decided we needed to do something 
around kuduro, which was popular in Lisbon in the 
mid-Nineties." The pair put on a monthly club night 
to showcase their productions, with an open-mic, 
open dance stage policy. It lasted four months, 
before getting shut down by police for being too 
rowdy. "That's where the whole Buraka Som 
Sistema thing was cooked," says John. 

Hello kuduro. It's pronounced 'kuh-do-roo', and 
translates into English as 'hard-ass'. Born in Luanda, 
Angola in the late Eighties, its earliest proponents 
took samples from Caribbean and African carnival 
music and plastered them on top of frantic four-to- 
the-floor beats. The resulting sound is like a darker, 
harder version of calypso orsoca. It was billed as 'the 
new baile funk' by hip blogs about two years ago. 
It's resisted widespread fashionable crossover to 
date, as it has done for the past 1 years. 

Seemingly on a downward curve in Lisbon since 
its mid-Nineties peak, what brought it back to 
prominence in Europe? "We did," says John. 
"We kept on listening to kuduro tracks coming 
out of Angola which were getting more and more 
interesting, but it had got to a point where the 
artists promoting it in the mid-Nineties were 
ridiculous. We want to show how much there is to 
explore in this music. I could show you kuduro beats 
which sound stranger than stuff released on Warp. 
But the whole approach of the earlier artists 
couldn't have been worse. They weren't credible at 
all, they were going on primetime television shows 
doing all sorts of dancing, looking like. . . 

"Clowns," says Conductor. 

"Yeah, it was like little animals trying to dance 
and impress people, like seals." He does a dumb 
squeaky seal-clapping impression. 

Kalaf adds: "You know when you see a monkey 
and you throw him peanuts and he'll do some kind 
of circus act? It was like that, totally circus. " 

If there is anything 'circus' about Black Diamond, 
it's the wild and unexpected mix of sounds and 
samples that pepper songs like 'Tiroza'. Sirens, 
Indian-sounding drums, and calculator beeps 
ferociously fight for attention under streams of 
moreish, unknowable Portuguese words. Its busy- 
ness never detracts from the over-riding seriousness 
of the music, its raw militancy. Somehow, it still has 
'party time' scrawled all over it. 



The last thing Buraka want is to become a 'live 
act' to tick off a list, a 'cool' night out. They keep six 
months between live appearances in big cities. "We 
don't want to become something you can find in a 
corner every weekend," says John. "It would be 
ridiculous for us to have our show like that, because 
there's a minimum of seven of us onstage at any one 
time. We take our live shows really seriously. We 
want to go in and just slap everyone in the face and 
just get their attention as fast as possible. " 

Kalaf says: "We were told that our London show 
was for press and the industry. We thought maybe 
these people wouldn't know how to dance. . . " 

"Yeah, but I saw the guy from NME dancing. 
I was quite surprised," says John. 

He's only quite surprised because he knows by 
now that Buraka's is hugely effective dance music. 
As if genetically engineered, it appeals to each one 
of your limbs to move in a different direction faster 
than they want to. Barking male and female voices 
are cut upon top. I don't speak Portuguese, but the 
delivery makes Kano's guest slot, with its empty 
promises about having a crowd 'on lock', seem 
tremendously uninspired. Even this song, 'Skank 
And Move', is irresistibly brash and vital. Why isn't 
this soundtracking everyone's nights out? 



'When a kid comes from the 
ghetto and goes on to succeed 
in life, they're considered 
Black Diamonds' 



" Even in Angola it's still a very marginal, 
unaccepted music," says Conductor. "People move 
their asses, and you're not supposed to do that. It's 
OK to move your ass to traditional music, but not to 
kuduro because it's very fast, very nasty. " 

Buraka try to downplay MCs when they play, 
emphasising the rhythm tracks instead in a 
subversion of live music's traditional dynamic: 
person with microphone = centre of attention. 
On record, the vocal contributions are the first thing 
you notice. MCs spit what sound like a series of 
well-prepared points to the best argument you've 
ever heard. They lollop around the beat, rolling 'r's 
theatrically, with scant regard for where they should 
be. Like the origins of the music, it's representative 
of that first thrilling moment when an amateur 
stops being intimidated, and realises they can bring 
their own shit to the table. 

Hello, world. "Nowadays I don't think you need 
to describe your music, just give people a MySpace 
and let them think for themselves," says John. While 
widespread internet access has made genre cross- 
pollination easier than ever, the production and 
growth of kuduro has happened more traditionally. 
Once Portugese colonial subjects, Angolans have 
migrated to Lisbon for generations. " For a lot of 






artists in Angola the door to Europe and the world is 
Portugal, and Lisbon in particular," says Kalaf, an ex- 
pat. " Lisbon is the first stop if you want to travel 
with your music, and people spend time there to 
mingle with other artists and meet record labels, so 
it plays a strong part in the development of the 
music in its old African colonies. " 

The album is called Black Diamond because 
Buraka wanted to invoke the corruption of Angola's 
diamond trade, and 'Aqui Para Voces' closes with a 
sampled jolly Brit talking about the high quality of 
Angolan diamonds. Kalaf seems equally delighted 
with the meanings since attached to the title. 
" My favourite explanation for Black Diamond is one 
from South Africa. When a kid comes from the 
ghetto there, from nothing, then goes on to 
succeed in life, they're considered Black Diamonds. 
They've brought themselves up from scratch. Some 
people don't know where Angola is, so to bring that 
into people's life, to make its presence felt with this 
album, I think the title's perfect." 

John adds: "The most important aspect of the 
title for me is the roughness of diamonds when 
they're found. That represents the way we approach 
music. Let's take it back to where the whole dance 
music thing started, when drums were stretched 

animal skins, and if you banged the 
same rhythm on it for two hours 
you'd get people dancing. Buraka is 
a new vision of that, a re-shuffled 
version. It's rough dance music, 
that's the first idea that we had. " 

Goodbye 'world'. World music 
is not a term Buraka can identify 
with. "About 90 per cent of music 
being made in the world is 
electronica. The words 'world music' says to me the 
old guy playing guitar, with the old hat. . .coconuts, 
you know? We went to Koko to see what the world 
music scene is, for the Africa Express thing." How 
was it? A pause. " Err. . .we're not supposed to say it 
was shit... But 'world music' is a really bad term." 
Kalaf says: "In Luanda, if you are in your teens 
and want to go to a club you don't want to hear 
Baba Maal, you want 50 Cent or something. Kids in 
African cities are on Messenger with their cousins 
in the US, and they exchange music with each other. 
They're not swapping Baba Maal songs. They're 
sharing the newBusta Rhymes, or the best of 
kuduro or whatever. That's the relationship, and 
to those people Buraka has a place. " 

Muddling through mainly Portuguese-language 
blogs, trying to piece together a map of kuduro, 
I come across an anonymous Angolan remix of 
early Buraka hit 'Wawaba'. The blogger writes 
" Interesting to see these Luanda mixes for a Lisbon 
sound, as if it was a boomerang effect. " Rather than 
any fetishisation, any patronising 'appreciation' 
for non-Western music, this sort of easy to-ing 
and fro-ing seems completely fitting for Buraka. 
We have the technology to collaborate, to take 
influence from everywhere. Why not use it? 
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Words: Andrzej Lukowski 

Photography: Brian Sweeney 

Wreathed in noise, hermetically sealed, the spectral 
psychedelia of Women spirits through walls and steals 
your heart. Plan B's forensics team found no fingerprints 

Information about Women is thin on the ground. 
Researching this interview threw up: 1)some 
blurred press photos; 2) a list of four (men's) names, 
no clue as to musical roles; 3) the fact their self-titled 
debut was recorded by morbid indie-folkster and 
fellow Calgary resident Chad VanGaalen; and 4) 
the album itself, a dislocated, reverb-drenched 
amalgam of noise, folk and a half dozen other 



'A lot of bands I like 
are just wasters' 



genres. Though evidently indebted to the Velvet 
Underground, Sonic Youth and the murkier 
elements of new and no wave, the record's 
singularity lies in an overarching sense of mystery, its 
half hour of red herrings, wrong turns and delightful 
surprises. Mayfly pop songs circle long, dark drones, 
lyrics are fragmented and inaudible, melodies half- 
obscured under ambientfoliage. Anonymity is 
integral, yet encountering Women in the flesh, it's 
interesting (and refreshing) to discover this is not a 
policy or stance, but simply a gut approach. 

"I'm just paranoid about being a band guy," 
reflects nominal frontman Patrick Flegel, "And 
I really don't like attention. For a long time it was 
stupid how modest we were.We used to have so 
much self-deprecation it affected how we were 
playing, not feeling comfortable being confident 
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in anything we were 
doing, because we 
resented the attitudes 
a lot of bands have. 
We wouldn't set up 
merch stands, we still 
think photo shoots are 
gross... fuck it, I'm not 
even really a singer..." 
Though there's little comparison musically, I 
wonder if I'm not right in thinking there's something 
of early REM to Women's allure, an instinctual 
avoidance of tangibility and personality that serves 
to render fairly obvious influences strangely 
unfamiliar on record. Whatever the case, recorded 
in bare basements, cramped crawl-spaces and 
VanGaalen's studio, much of Women's effectiveness 
can be tied to a looseness in the studio process - 
many songs were written the day before recording - 
combined with draconian abandonment of swathes 
of recorded material, so as to adhere to a pre- 
decided half-hour running time. What remains, 
disorientates, rough-hewn shifts in style and velocity 
bound together by reverb and sense of distance. 

"The vocals are distant because I just like music 
that sounds like that," notes Patrick. "It's not 
continuous drums-guitar-vocals like an Interpol 
record or something. We wanted to eliminate the 
sense of restraint. You hear so many bands that 
sound canned, like they were playing to a 
metronome, but a lot of bands I like are just wasters. 
Like The Fire Engines, they'd plug in and just record. 
We were just fucking around writing these songs, 
we'd get really drunk and notthinktoo much." 
"We just wanted itto sound like we couldn't 
play our instruments, when actually we could, " 
notes drummer Michael Wallace, more prosaically. 

The four have history. The exact same line-up 
of Patrick, his bassist brother Matthew, Wallace 
and guitarist Christopher Reimer had formed a 
noise band at high school. Prosaic distractions of 
adulthood dissipated them for a while, Patrick 
playing in mathy Calgary band Veritas, Matthew 
serving as a sideman for the likes of Nina Nastasia 



and VanGaalen, Wallace heading off to India. 
Concluding none of this was noticeably better than 
what they'd been doing before, the Women drifted 
back together with varying degrees of abruptness: 
Matthew still plays with VanGaalen; Patrick bailed 
on Veritas to fractious effect ("We were recording 
an album and I hated it - 1 left halfway through the 
recording... it's a horrible story"). 

They're all dimly and not a little uncomfortably 
aware that the resultant project is by some measure 
the best thing any of them have ever done, and 
probably the best thing to emerge from their insular 
hometown in some years ("Calgary's kind of in 
limbo at the moment," sighs Patrick). To the extent, 
awkwardly, that they're in the process of unseating 
VanGaalen as the city's leading musical light. 
Though happy to give the latter credit where it's 
due, they certainly scotch the suggestion he's any 
sort of svengali figure, or even a bona fide producer: 
" It's just his level of creativity. And the fact that he 
had recording equipment," deadpans Wallace. 

As with REM or Sonic Youth, it'll be success, not 
interviews, that will serve to demystify this band. It's 
fruitless speculating what the future will hold, but 
whatever the case, Women is an artefact likely to 
hold on to its secrets. 



also on jagjaguwar in 201 

Oneida The stalwart quartet of Brooklyn's avant- 
garde scene return in the summer with Rated 0, the 
follow-up to Preteen Weaponry and part two of their 
Thank Your Parents triptych. 

Odawas The Blue Depths is the working title for the 
Berkeley-based duo's third full-length, their next 
collection of foreboding folk pop pencilled in for 
release in the midst of February. 

Parts And Labor The New York noise-pop foursome 
will return to the UK in February to play their first live 
shows here since the release of October album Receivers. 
(Kev Kharas) 
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ikonika 

Words: Noel Gardner 
Photography: Clare Shilland 

Space drones, pop synth and hardcore 
in Sara Abdel-Hamid's boundary-tripp 

Genres. They get a bad rep in many quarters due 
to being simplistic and illogical and contradictory, 
but anyone who spends a notable amount of time 
writing or even talking about music finds them to 
be more of a help than a hindrance. When you have 
word counts or boredom thresholds to consider, 
sometimes shorthand is the only way. 

And yet almost all genres take a while to become 
established and codified, the ever more sprawling 
landscape of dubstep serving as testament to this. 
Still in its evolutionary period compared to most 
musical movements, it had enjoyed an odd 
gestation: beginning as a sort of mongrel subset of 
garage and achieving a certain purity of style before 
the scene's growth and journeys to the overground 
led to other forms (minimal, reggae, drum'n'bass) 
being introduced by way of hybridisation. This is 
where we meet Ikonika: a London-based producer 
and DJ whose youthfulness is by no means unusual 
in the scene, but whose gender puts her in, it has to 
be said, a frustratingly small category. 

Still, dubstep's quasi-cliche of beatmakers 
retreating into the gloom and letting their tunes 
function as their public persona has an element of 
truth, and works in favour of Ikonika - given name: 
Sara Abdel-Hamid. There are no chromosomes in 
the grooves of the four sides of vinyl released by 
Kode9's Hyperdub label thus far. 

"What attracted me about dubstep was the 
instrumental side to it," recalls Ikonika; "it was 
something I knew I could do, but add my own style 
to it. I started to get bored with hip-hop and needed 
something like dubstep to come into my life. 

" People talk a lot about guarding the scene, but 
I don't really care for talk. People already know how 



energy converge 
ing dubstep 



diverse the scene is; 
I love progression in life 
and music. This is why 
I love Kode9's sets so 
much: progression, 
children, progression! 
Better to be an outsider 
looking in than glued on 
the inside, I say." 
The Ikonika cuts currently available for purchase 
bear out what can be achieved by paying no heed to 
dubstep Stuckism. 'Please' is bare-bones stuff, 
insistent and dull (in the non-negative sense) 
percussion hooking up with snaky synth 
shadowiness. 'Simulacrum', the flip, bleeps away 
gracefully like Orbital circa In Sides rerubbed by 
Skream. Lead song on the second 1 2-inch, 'Millie', 



'Progression, children, 
progression!' 



has a photo of a cat on the label, and pits fragile 
musicbox tinkles and snippets of space-drone 
against boorish bass flatulence. Those drones are 
transplanted into 'Direct', where they gambol with 
half-steppish noddability and chrome-plated 
keyboards, which squiggle like they might be about 
to collapse in on themselves. 

One of the first things you'll notice when you 
venture to Ikonika's MySpace page, more than likely, 
are her list of stated influences: J Dilla (the easiest 
one for the layman to fathom), Madonna, Glassjaw 
and Pretty Girls Make Graves. It's not obtuseness or 
obf uscation - it's where she's from, and to an extent 
where she's still at. Respectively: "To me Dilla's music 
was so straight because it was live, it was offbeat 
because it was human, natural not wonky. 
Madonna's songs have amazing synth lines - 



'Everybody', 'Physical Attraction', 'Into The Groove'. 
Glassjaw has everything I need from a band: melody, 
violence, progression, structure raiding and 
rawness. When I heard PGMG's 'This Is An 
Emergency', I found myself wanting to dance like 
crazy, even though there's pretty much no snare 
apart from the chorus and end." 

The aforementioned layman might need a road 
map to locate the post-hardcore and neo-screamo 
references dotted through Ikonika's productions, 
but she can casually signpost them. Really, though, 
the fact that Kode9, one of the truly original 
dubsteppers, saw enough in there to slot her into 
Hyperdub's release schedule should at least provide 
a healthy clue. There's more to come. "Hyperdub is 
the main label right now. There'll probably be 
another single in 2009, and I've been working on a 
couple of remixes. It's a great label and I feel pretty 
special being involved." 

Ikonika seems to project the perfect balance of 
self-belief and humility, respect to the OGs and 
willingness to shin past the gatekeepers of the 
scene. Mystique is fun, but not really Sara's thing. 
"I do my day job on weekdays, DJ some weekends 
and make tunes at night. I live a pretty boring life, 
so the music has to be good, right?" 



v 



also on hyperdub in 200 

King Midas Sound The Bug's Kevin Martin returns 
next year as King Midas Sound. Joined byTrinidadian 
poet Roger Robinson, Martin's new album Super Heavy 
promises to be cooler than London Zoo, if no less unnerving. 

Zomby Wonky? Post-dubstep? Hyper-rave? Aqua- 
crunk? Whatever Rustie, Darkstar, Hudson Mohawkeet 
al are doing, Zomby does at least as well, his self-titled 
EP spread across two discs of supreme bleep and swagger. 

Samiyam The 24-year-old protege of LA homeboy 
Flvinq Lotus was the first American to be siqned to 
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desalvo 

Words: Petra Davis 



Glasgow metalcore bears intend to 
ram it down your throat 



DeSalvo'stakeon proggy, technical metalcore 
is relentless and full-sounding. Their debut, 
last year's Mood Poisoner, tightly 
demonstrated their abilities: joyfully nasty 
riffs driven by vocals and drums that conspire 
like bullies. But with titles like 'Cock Swastika', 
and cover art portraying crying, ball-gagged 
nuns, DeSalvo are not drawing from standard 
metal iconography. 



"Like a lot of gay men I'm inspired by 
gay reference points, like [filmmaker Rainer 
Werner] Fassbinder and [writer and quasi- 
fascist insurrectionary Yukio] Mishima," 
elaborates DeSalvo's ebulliently friendly 
frontman P6. "Literary and cinematic 
reference points. But honestly, apart from 
Sylvester and gay disco, I really have a problem 
with queer guys in rock, because a lot of the 
people who label themselves like that are some 
of the most derivative and least interesting 
and creative people. 

"There are queer people in music who 
inspire me, like Klaus Nomi, out queer people 
like Jayne County and Coil, trans people like 
Genesis P-Orridge.. .but within rock music, 
we've always been pretty fucking lame, to 
be honest, from what I've experienced. 
My inspiration comes from stuff outside 
that scene." 

"As a band there are lots of post-hardcore 
bands weall admire, like Helmet or Jesus 
Lizard, but also more technical and conceptual 
stuff like Mastodon or Meshuggah," says 
guitarist Alan Stewart. "This record is an 
amalgam of the music we've made together 



since 2001 - ish, though there are a couple of 
much newer songs." 

"I'm not sure it's possible to take the record 
on its own merits without understanding 
how we perform," says P6. "We recorded 
the album live for a reason. In a sense, recorded 
music has become kind of dead and irrelevant, 
and hopefully the trade-off is that live music 
and experiences are gonna become much 
more profound, much more interesting 
and much more participative. Streaming 
sound files and downloading stuff is so fucking 
passive. Sure, like tape culture it's freed up 
lots of music, and tape culture has been 
central to some radical movements, especially 
hardcore, but eventually it just becomes part 
of commerce." 



ah, I'm the Unc 
mtyof metal' 



DeSalvo's live shows are not only riveting - 
watching the band tackle their stop-start 
technical multi-riffs without pause for breath 
while P6 dons leather butcher's apron and pig 
snoutto lapdancethe moshpit is not your 
average metal show - but they're also radical 
in intent. P6'stakeon crowd interaction 
completely changes the standard power 
dynamic of metal, making the norm visible 
by disputing it; suddenly there is palpable 
tension, social mechanics grinding. Some 
literally run away. 

"When we play metal shows - like when we 
supported Converge -it can be odd," agrees 
Alan. "You're up against the black T-shirt 
brigades, and they're quite narrow-minded. 
They're intimidated by the fact that our singer 



is gay. They like the music, it's harsh enough 
for them, and they start moshing or whatever. 
But then [P6] starts doing his thing, and they 
don't know what to do with themselves. 
You know, in metal you've usually got these 
guys onstage, screaming and yelling 
confrontational stuff, but always from 
the supposition that men in the audience 
can identify with them. You know, they 
can raise their fists or give the devil sign or 
whatever to show that they are on the side 
of the confronter. That doesn't actually 
challenge them at all. This is different. 
They are being confronted in a way they 
can't avoid." 

"Yeah, I'm the Uncle Monty of metal," 
jokes P6. "It's quite a standard surrealist 
technique, to turn power structures on 
their heads. But it works. I love the male 
reaction, that discomfort and shame. 
Usually women are very comfortable and 
amused and completely get it. Men tend 
to get very uncomfortable and leave, or 
sometimes they try to take the piss. 
A boy started shouting at me, telling me 
how sexy I was, and I really didn't believe 
an obese 43-year-old man was his type. 
Or when you saw us play at Stereo, that was 
the night I got a beer thrown in my face. 
It obviously pushes buttons. 

"I think seeing guys losing a bit of power 
at gigs is something quite exciting, because 
I don't think men understand how fucking 
privileged they are in those spaces, how they 
control those spaces in lots of ways. 
And women are, eitherthrough the music, 
or the way it's set up, or through force of 
numbers, expected to be submissive in those 
spaces. That's part of what I'm playing with. 
Hopefully it gives men permission to be 
different. Put on a ski mask and jump around, 
be a gimp for a night- don't just stand around 
with your arms folded, just asserting that you 
own the space. That's really boring." 
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Words: Ben Mechen 
Photography: Owen Richards 

Presenting the prime architects of 
funky, the sweet new pill putting a 
twist in the step of UK clubland 

Swing yr bat at a pihata enough times, and 
eventually the sweets will fall out. Kinda the point. 
So when funky house - let's just say those words 
again: funky house - emerged late last year at the 
scalpel-sharp cutting edge of British urban music, 
my dismay, my brows-to-the-sky consternation, 
betrayed nothing if not an heinous ignorance of the 
rules of the game. 

Indeed, rearranging my internals so that funky 
house was no longer filed away in a drawer slapped 
with a post-it note - 'do not open' in big red caps - 
took a feat of impressive cognitive agility. So, erm, 
pardon me, but how the fuck did it happen? 

Well, funky house changed. In fact, to be honest, 
the funky house of Hed Kandi comps, handbags, 
and Booty Luv and the "funky house" that has just 
turned my world upside down - with its rapidly 
propulsive Latin and soca rhythms twining under 
and over each other, soupy-warm basslines silk- 
spun from classic New York garage, cascading grime 
synths - are different beasts. Entirely different. 
In fact, as if to prove the point, someone toyed with 
the nomenclature. Now people just call it "funky" . 

But still .. . how did we get from there - a new 
scene piecing itself together from the offcuts of 
others, twisting them into bold new shapes -to 
here, dominating Rinse FM and, increasingly, 1Xtra, 
sweeping the London urban club scene, and 
stealing a march to the high end of the charts? 
Simple answer: a song did it. 'Do You Mind', a 
bassline track refixed by south London foursome 
Crazy Cousinz-that is, Flukes and Paleface, who 
are real life cousins, plus friends Kodi and Play - and 
featuring the coquettish tones of vocalist Kyla. 



Its central conceit is a delicious one. The vocal - 
which is reshaped, chopped up, and overlayed with 
itself throughout until it has spun you a web so 
complex you couldn't even begin to unpick its 
beginning from its end - centres on Kyla's gently- 
coaxing plea to take you home and "...the whole 
night". It's an extreeeeemely pregnant silence, one 
they left in on purpose, and if you fill the blank 
yourself with something rude, well then, that's the 
work of no one's dirty mind but your own. 

" I always thought that TV and radio might give 
us some trouble aboutthat," laughs Kyla. "But now 
even some schools have asked us to perform it for 
them! Really, it just means whatever you want 
it to mean..." 

With its tumbling percussion, gospel-infused 



Propulsive Latin and 
soca rhythms, soupy- 
warm basslines, 
cascading grime 
synths 



piano stabs, and sweetness-and-light vocals, it's 
a genre-defining song, and the manner in which 
it and their other big hit, 'Bongo Jam', cleaned up 
in Ayia Napa and Malia this summer was a real 
"moment" in funky's genesis. In terms of its 
importance, then, for setting out a stall, for 
realigning the parameters of UK urban music, 
you can put it alongside Double 99's 'RIP Groove', 
Wiley's 'Eskimo', and T2's 'Heartbroken'. 

"You don't take Napa seriously until you're out 
there," says Flukes. "And our tunes were being 
played everywhere. It got to a stage where you'd 
just be walking down the strip and you could hear 
them coming out of every single club." 

"And because people didn't know the faces 
behind the tunes, you could be sitting in a club and 






Try 



one would come on," continues Kyla, "And you 
could just see the crowd's reaction -the singing 
along, the dancing, people just going 'Wheeyy!" 

But why do people love funky so much? Grime 
has always seemed to struggle to move a crowd like 
that, too aggro, too many boy-vibes. . . 

"It's about dancing!" Flukes advances. "It's more 
directed at females as well. It's got such a different 
attitude to it. It's going to be a big deal, and that's 
because it's not just based in the UK, it's global. 
There are house scenes in Japan, America, South 
Africa. ..funky has got potential to be worldwide." 

It's an interesting point, positioning funky as 
a distinctly British slant on a global sound, and it's 
both pleasingly ambitious, given the obscurity of 
grime outside Britain, when Flukes goes on to call 
out US house vets Dennis Ferrer and Kenny Dope 
as both influences and stylistic compatriots. 

"Right now though, funky is still definitely an 
'everyone knows everyone' scene. It's very social, " 
he continues. "And once in a while, we hold 
meetings - all the DJs get together and discuss 
direction, what tracks and people to play. Everyone 
contributes, and we don't have a hierarchy." 

See, the Cousinz feel they're helping build the 
"scene", making new paths, opening doors for 
others. So if this month it's DJ sets and vocal PAs 
every night and making tracks all day, next year, 
Flukes assures me with something approaching 
certainty, is Glastonbury. More BBC sessions, a Rinse 
FM show, reworking Ne-Yo, Alesha Dixon, Lemar. 
Running a youth project out their studio, giving kids 
music biz primers, letting them loose on desks and 
mics. Making a grey corner of a Bermondsey 
industrial estate buzz with eagle-eyed energy. 
They want to shape the funky scene before even 
they lose a hold of it, fingers crossed, to the world. 
This is thinking big as a point of principle. 

"I definitely think Crazy Cousinz is unique," 
Flukes concludes. "I see ourselves as the UK 
Neptunes or something like that- a producer 
collective, where everyone has so much talent. 
Everyone brings something different to the table. 
We're going to take funky house to a new level." 
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salem 

Words: Emily Bick 

Magickal shoegazers are blissful like heavy sedation and dark like amputation 



Heather, John, and Jack are Salem, and their 
new EP, 'Water', is another of the Merok label's 
full-immersion cauldron brews of woozy, 
transformative noise: blurred vocals, thickets 
and fogs of guitars, arch-engineered beats and 
tribal stomps - combining opposite poles of 
Eighties phase-outs and migraine-stab 
darkwave. And it all sounds so new. 

The band themselves are a tricky bunch 
to pin down. There's not a lot of information 
about them out there, and Heather and John 
prefer to remain blurred and anonymous 
in photos. Beat-maker Jack, meanwhile, 
is absent from the band photos altogether, 
nor does he make himself known in our brief 
email interview. 

"We have lots of photos of ourselves, just 
not of Salem," explains Heather. "It wasn't a 
conscious decision to omit our personal image 
but I feel appearance has less to do with music. 
I would rather have someone listen to our 
music then look at a hundred pictures of us. 
When you work as collaboratively as we do, 
the thought of posting individual photos 
doesn't even cross your mind." 

"We are so involved in the music we make," 
adds John. "That's more what we are thinking 
about, more then the image people see." 

Salem's music combines My Bloody 
Valentine-style looped guitar distortion with 
the clear, crisp Eighties-synth lines of Mute 
Records-style dark pop songs and beats derived 
from the woozy, chopped-and-screwed end of 
club rap. Diverse inspirations, but the way they 
balance sounds natural rather than contrived. 

"John and I listened to a lot of My Bloody 
Valentine in high school," says Heather. 
"We had a painting studio in the basement 
of one of the dorms and eventually we had to 
move across the hall because the other students 
didn't like our music. When we like things, 
we put them on repeat over and over, until we 
move on. I think we were really influenced by 
that late-Eighties, 



singing voice sounds like. When John sings, it's 
like he's someone else reciting a story about 
himself. When I sing I am myself reciting a story 
about myself." 

James: "Our music is visceral. A girl came up 
to me and was talking about a song and how it 
the lyrics were so beautiful. That song touched 
her. When she recited the lyrics they were 
completely of her own creation. I just agreed 
that those were good lyrics. Expressing 
opinions and words limits things. We skip that 
and give the feeling with explanation." 

On some of your songs, like'Skullcrush', it 
sounds like you use both live drummers and 
drum machines. Is this what you're doing? 

"No, we only use beats that Jack makes, " 
says Heather. "Jack makes the best beats." 
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Heather and John first met on Heather's first 
day at high school, in the library. "We went to 
a boarding high school that was between two 
lakes in the woods. It was communal with 
a strong emphasis on the importance on 
nature, but it was quite difficult academically. 
Later, John met Jack in Chicago and we started 
making music. Before I was in a band called 
Golden Carriage, it was different though. 
We did a lot of duets." 

The name Salem is notorious as the US city 
that sentenced many to death for witchcraft 
back in the 1 7th Century. Salem also use a lot of 
magic(k) symbols on their MySpace page - 
pentagrams, inverted triangles, sun wheels 
and the like. Are these symbolically significant, 
or just graphically cool? 



baseball field, and strippers, if fate favours it' 



Salem's effects-in-overdrive sound bears 
the mark of meticulous studio creation, but the 
band suggest otherwise: this music is the result 
of fewtoolsand much imagination. 

"We do not record in a studio," says 
Heather. "I think we have maybe three pedals." 

"Recording quality is not that important 
to us," adds John. "We'd rather be under 
produced than over. Most of the best music 
is recorded poorly. Us not knowing or 
caring about that stuff allows us to make 
what ever we want. We can focus on 
importantthings instead of just making things 
sound good. People who know how to play 
music don't always have any place composing 
their own." 



"I used to fuck this guy who was a high 
member of the Church Of Satan," says Heather. 
"Jack's left eye is always red. It started in 
sixth grade." 

Rumours have been drifting around that 
Salem have been playing shows across the 
Midwest, but right now Salem confirm they're 
just that. "We have had a lot of reactions but 
no shows, but I'm glad there are rumours going 
round," says Heather. The live show is in the 
works, though. "The main components will be 
an industrial fog machine Jack got, lights from 
a baseball field, and strippers, if fate favours 
it," says Heather. "We want people to hear our 
music, but we don't want to just be standing 



early-Nineties style of 
guitar droning. It's a 
shame because none 
of us are very good 
guitarists." 

How do you filter 
your vocals to get 
such languid, 
dreamlike sounds? 

"John doesn't like 
his voice, so that is 
originally why we 
started using so many 
effects," says Heather. 
"There eventually 
came a point where 
I couldn't remember 
what his normal 



also on merok in 200 

Teengirl Fantasy The Ohio-based dance duo will 
link with the label for a limited seven-inch, gathering 
the creeping, starry-eyed euphoria of 'Portofino' and 
'New Image Every Day' on all-white vinyl. 

20 Jazz Funk Greats L'Automazione DelTerrorOSX 
a fictional horror movie score compiled by the influential 
'blog, will feature the likes of Jan Hammer and Dieter 
Moebius, plus artwork by Chromatics' Adam Miller. 

Titus Andronicus Sashaying into more rockist 
territory, the pleasantly hysterical New Jersey quintet 
will alert the UK to their drinking anthems with a self- 
titled seven-inch and their The Airing of Grievances 
full-length. (KevKharas) 



Teengirl Fantasy 
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art wild horses ma 
on both sides 

Words: Abi Bliss 
Photography: Julien Dupont 

Lyon's free music explorers dissolve 
your defences and put you 
in the comfort hold 

Taichi is what's known as a soft martial art: 
instead of splitting concrete slabs or enemies' 
spines with lightning-strong blows, you meet 
your opponent's attack with gentleness, 
diffusing and diverting the force back on them. 

It's a technique in which I guess Part Wild 
Horses Mane On Both Sides must be well 
versed. Kelly Jones and Pascal Nichols don't 
wrestle you to the ground with straining 
muscles and bulging veins; nor do they rain 
a flurry of blows that leave your ears ringing. 
But approach their improvised music in anger 
and the seemingly slight physique of flute 
and sparsely-tapped drums deflects your 
tension back at you in a counterattack of 
dry gasps, piercing frequencies and 
unfathomable clatter. 

Come in peace, however, and the defences 
melt away, opening up a space full of what 
can only be described as good vibes and 
cosmic vitality. "We aim to channel the positive 
musical energy from our ancestors into a 
modern self-destructive world. Listening to 
our music can heal," write Pascal and Kelly 
when I email them to ask what exactly they're 
looking for. " It's important for us to mentally 
prepare for each musical encounter by 
emptying the mind and body, so we can 
fully receive and channel the energy. It's 
important for the audience to do this too." 

It was Kelly's interest in tai chi that led to 
their somewhat gnomic name: "The names 
of the moves are really special. Most of them 



include animals. Repulse The Monkey, Patting 
The Horse's Neck While Riding, Wild Goose 
Inserts Golden Wing, Bear And Eagle Match 
Wits, Part Cloud to Watch Moon. The imagery 
is really good in the name we chose." 

Describing themselves, possibly while 
adopting the pose Tongue Of Musician 
Resides In Cheek, as "sacred cows discovering 
the boundaries of a minimal universe", 
the pairformed Part Wild Horses Mane 
On Both Sides around a year and a half ago. 
They left Manchester's experimental scene 
behind for Lyon and set about tracing arcs 
of flute, drums and effects around the outlines 
of silence. 

"Silence between sounds can be really 
powerful," says Pascal. "We both enjoy space 

tening to our music 
hear 



and tension. It's a challenge to accept the 
silences and their natural direction." 

Citing Roger Turner, Chris Corsano, 
Patrick Farmer and Joincey as "some of the 
players who have blown me away and inspired 
me to push my own playing further", Pascal's 
drums rarely take a straight path across 
the sonic space, but dart around the edges, 
bubbling and spattering, sometimes surging 
but never drowning out Kelly's flute. That 
said, "We like to freak out too, and Kelly 
can turn it up to 1 1 when there's a chance 
of overpowering." 

Her flute-playing stabs sharp shards 
through the instrument's long Western legacy 
of being considered synonymous with the 
pretty, feminine and demure. 



"No flute players have influenced me. 
I didn't likethesound of the flute when 
I studied classical music", says Kelly. 
"The guitar, an instrument I couldn't play 
properly, was a revelation, and it really 
influenced me when I came back to the flute. 
I really enjoy the unfinished sound and pushing 
the tones. Japanese court music has been a big 
influence in terms of its continual splintering 
and instability. When its tone breaks into 
desperate hollowness, it's a spiritual 
experience." 

The size of the audience isn't important 
to us," adds Kelly. "There could be one or there 
could be 1 00, it doesn't change our music. 
We played to no people apart from the other 
band recently and it was a wild set." What 
do you feel when you play? "Elation, misery, 
sedation, exhaustion - we have been know 
to cry while playing. Most feelings come out 
when we listen back to recordings and if it 
feels good we release it." 

Part Wild Horses' recent CD Bataille de 
Battle - released late last year on Singing 
Knives -captures the pair jamming in 
springtime, sprouting bursts of defiant 
vigour against a landscape of winter chill. 
The album's four tracks are just freeze-f rames, 
though. As with any music that's entirely 
improvised, there's a limit to defining how 
it is, when it only really exists in the 
microseconds either side of now. 

"We don't remember anything we play 
afterwards", they write. Like clouds or 
the wind, it's a meeting of cause and effect, 
force and observer where no one person 
knows all the rules. "If we both channel 
the positive musical energy as intended, 
we don't need to worry about anything. 
We try to work together on a common 
super-conscious wavelength all the time. 
If we started to let our egos get in the way, 
like wanting to take the piece in one direction, 
we'd fail miserably." 
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the pains of being pure at heart 

Words: Alex Goffey 

Photography: Kava Gorna 

This love is fucking right! Reasons 
to fritter your innocence with these 
wide-eyed Brooklyn pop kids 

The International Pop Underground is back. 
Well, perhaps it never really went away, 
but those secret whispers of limited-run singles, 
popfestsand intercontinental band exchanges 
are building into quite a buzz all over again. 
And it's The Pains Of Being Pure At Heart, 
a Brooklyn quartet making noisy pop like it's 
1 986 all over again, who are getting whispered 



about the most. "Right now is as great a 
time for pop music as there's ever been," 
explains singer/guitarist Kip, "And we're happy 
to be part of it." 

Four friends form a band in early 2007 - 
singer/guitarist Kip Berman, keyboardist Peggy 
Wang, bassist Alex Naidus and drummer Kurt 
Feldman. They release a three-inch CD through 
Cloudberry Records in Miami and it sells out 
straight away. Another couple of limited-run 
split seven-inches practically sell out at pre- 
order. Blogs everywhere go into a frenzy at 
the mere sniff of a new song, tour, anything. 
They've forged new fans through two earlier 
tours across the Atlantic, and have just finished 
another run of UK dates with the Wedding 
Present. Now, with their self titled debut record 
in tow, The Pains are ready to share their pop 
sensibilities with listeners ready for the Eighties 
indie pop revival. 

"It is such good timing," says Peggy. 
"Because I got into all this stuff when I was in 
high school, and now I feel like some sort of 
born-again teenager." 

It's an Eighties revival the way it should be. 
The Pains Of Being Pure At Heart make naive 



songs of young love, hope and enthusiasm over 
melodies that aren't ashamed to declare love 
for early Creation and Black Tambourine above 
all else. They're twentysomethings, now, but 
still brimming with teenage optimism, like 
those long days won't ever end. Songs are 
called things like 'Young Adult Friction' and 
'A Teenager In Love'. The lyrics say it all. 
"Now its our time, are you with me?", they 
sing on 'Everything With You', a Noughties kid 
sister to My Bloody Valentine's 'Paint A 
Rainbow', and we're all along forthe ride. 
It's like a Some Kind Of Wonderful awakening 
forthose who thought John Hughes began and 
ended with The Breakfast Club. 

The Pains Of Being Pure At Heart 
understand the importance of the great Pop 



'I feel like some sor 
born-again teenage 



label, too - of Sarah, of Postcard, of 53rd And 
3rd. In the US, they've signed up with 
Slumberland, the US imprint who ruled the 
Nineties pop underground with records by 
Lilys, Stereolab and The Aisler Set. The Pains 
Of Being Pure At Heart, meanwhile, gets its UK 
release thanks to Fortuna Pop!, a label that's 
steadily marked its place as a fine purveyor of 
pop from around the world. Just like the old 
days, a record label's reputation is every bit 
as important as the bands on its roster, worn 
like a badge of pride. 

"It's been continuously exciting for us," 
says Kip. "Cloudberry Records, What's Your 
Rupture, Fortuna Pop! and the re-emergence 
of Slumberland Records... in an era that was 
supposed to be defined by an absence of labels 



and physical releases, we're seeing sort of the 
opposite -where labels are once again putting 
forth a definite aesthetic and releasing seven- 
inch records that people treasure alongside the 
great singles of the past." 

"I think Slumberland's re-emergence 
deserves a lot of the credit for people's 
renewed enthusiasm," says Alex. "People - 
and not just pop kids- remember and love 
Slumberland and, to Mike [Schulman, 
founder's credit, he's not just trotting out the 
name for its own sake, he's got incredible taste 
and is getting behind some amazing, exciting 
bands at just the righttime." 

If the bands write the soundtrack to a 
label's rolling plot, then it's the cities and 
countries providing the startling backdrops 
forthe inspiration to occur. With Brooklyn 
producing all manner of exciting bands, it's 
no wonder The Pains have found kindreds 
in the likes of Cause Co-Motion!, Crystal Stilts, 
and the Vivian Girls. The pop kids, mind, know 
that Mecca right now sits in the blonde cool 
of Scandinavia, a region that produces more 
indie pop per capita than anywhere else 
in the world. It's no wonder, then, that 
Sweden loves the Pains, and the Pains love 
Sweden too. 

"You know that street style blog 
Facehunter?" says Peggy. "That's what 
everyone in Stockholm looks like, all the time. 
The kids there dance to Orange Juice the way 
the kids here dance to Justice. It's just kind of 
a parallel universe that I wish I could be in 
all thetime!" 

And if 2008 was the start of something, 
2009 might just bring a whole new level 
of teenage kicks -of meeting more pop fans, 
of holding your first album in your hands, 
fresh from the pressing plant, the thrill of the 
unknown. "I'm really looking forward to 
touring more," says Kurt. "I hope we get to 
go to France eventually. I also hope I don't get 
fired from work." 
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It starts with a rudimentary rhythm machine, 
rougher and readier than Sly Stone's 'In Time', 
spluttering into action. Then a rubber-band bass 
slithers its way down your auditory canal, gently 
coaxed by your hosts, Morgan Geist and Darshan 
Jesrani, aka Metro Area, whose running 
commentary probably deserves a chat show of its 
own: "It could use some girly vocals"; "Yeah, some 
girls singing would be nice". The song isBabla's 
Disco Sensation's 'GharAya Mera Pardesi', a 1981 
disco-fication of old Bollywood film hits, and by 
now, Geist and Jesrani have hit pay dirt: "The disco 
experience is all about the claps." 

This is the first two minutes of Metro Area's 
Fabric 43, possibly the most fun, flavoursome mix 
disc of the last year. It's the kind of mix that rewards 
whether you come at it as a fan of the lithe, taut 



loose joints 

Words: Jon Dale 

Photography: Sarah Forbes Keough 



New York's Metro Area dig through the discs of disco's past 
lining up long-lost cuts and rejuvenating the floor with pleasure, 
politics, and dilated pupils 



productions," Jesrani says, via phone-lines crossing 
Adelaide and Brisbane, where he's about to DJ with 
Geist as part of Australia's Parklife Festival. "You'll 
notice that there's more funky or R&B oriented stuff 
on there, and then there's some new wave, angular, 
synthy stuff, and a little bit of weird house. So it's 
like, trying to be colourful, trying to put together 
something that has different dimensions to it. You 
can look at it from different angles. " 

"We were trying to reconcile a few things," he 
continues. "Trying to make it a classic Metro Area 
sound without putting all the stuff that we play 
regularly in our DJ sets, so it would make the mix 
CD a little more special. And also, trying to put some 
interesting, slightly oddball things in there that we 
haven't played before." And if that means leaning 
on productions that have been all but dismissed by 
their creators, singles lost in history's flood of black 
shellac, then so be it. "Often times, it's a forgotten 
thing by a producer that went on to do other 
things," Jesrani explains, "And sometimes the later 
work by the producer is a lot more commercial, and 
they don't even understand why we would have 
honed in on that one thing from their past. That 
happened also with Morgan when he was doing 
Undassics; he'd try to get in touch with the 



It's also a tempo thing: in this era of minimal uber 
alles, where tempos stay stock steady and less is, 
well, often less, Metro Area pay heed to disco's glide 
and stride. Bodies move differently at different 
tempos, interact differently in different zones. On a 
dancef loor, minimal has you as the centre of your 
own universe, streamlining you into a 'world of 
one', where disco is about collectivity and plurality. 
Even the technics of the mix tell the story, Metro 
Area letting songs blossom and breathe, treating 
the song as its own entity, where other mixes too 
often are too seamless - where " it almost seems like 
one totally long thought," as Jesrani states. "With 
[our mix], we tried to make it really contiguous, but 
also like, 'Enjoy this, and now- boom! -here's this'. 
Different stuff coming in and out. We were inspired 
by the New York hip-hop or party mix way of doing 
stuff. And Chicago, they used to do a lot of this stuff 
on the radio, too. Throwing in a song for two 
minutes. Quick mixes." 

By respecting disco's formal properties, Metro 
Area somehow open disco to other possibilities. 
On Fabric 43, Barbara Norris can sit comfortably in 
the same mix as Ministry, Heaven 1 7 and Plez. This, 
one suspects, is what Jesrani and Geist were saying 
all along with their own productions. Back when 



'Morgan would get in touch with the producers for the 
licensing and they would be like, "What do you want this 
for?" -you know, "This old thing?'" 



nu-disco productions Metro Area have been 
pumping out since 1 999, or as a scholar of disco's 
hidden history, the dusty reels, crackly 1 2-inch 
singles and fly-by-night producers that litter disco's 
back pages with obscure gems of body-baiting 
sublime. Book-ended by Babla at one end and 
Devo's 'Freedom Of C hoice' at the other, it's an 
excellent collection of oddball discovery- rather like 
Geist's earlier Undassics, Fabric 43 is at least partly 
about edification and education. Here, producers 
like Eddie Colon, Eighties disco kings like Ray 
Martinez and electro off-cuts from the Breakin'2: 
Electric Boogaloo soundtrack are part of a 
continuum that's more to do with the imperatives 
of the body and the kinetics of the dancef loor than 
economics or industry, while labels like Silver Cloud 
are as sainted, in their own way, as relative 
'overgrounders' West End or Sleeping Bag. 

It's also a nice tracing of Metro Area's aesthetic. 
Listen back to their self-titled debut album from 
2002, or their ongoing 1 2-inch series, and you can 
hear how all this stuff slots in, how they've taken the 
weirdnessand the grooves from the Fabric 43 
selections and remodeled them via their own DNA. 
"Aesthetically, we tried to come at the mix from the 
different dimensions that we like to put into our 



producers for the licensing and they would be like, 
'What do you want this for?', you know [laughs], 
'This old thing !' They're not even aware that it has 
any value nowadays, cult or otherwise. " 

Geist and Jesrani are interesting because they're 
true to an original spirit of disco, before continual 
overcodings drained it of its spunk and joie de vivre. 
It's particularly relevant in today's po-mo daze, 
where disco functions as an empty signifier, a term 
to throw on a party flyer alongside an image jacked 
from Seventies gay porn, formatted in period-piece 
perfect font. Fabric 43 dares to suggest there is 
such a thing as 'disco' concentrate, and that this 
formalism is the genre's strength -you can slip it 
alongside garage and techno without diluting any 
of these genres' specific qualities. Also, and just as 
importantly, disco can't be dislocated from its 
history, and its birthing as part of a gay, black 
subculture is important: its politics matter. I ask 
Jesrani if you can extract disco from that context, 
he's resolute: "Morgan and I would say that you 
can't. Because the music that was being played by 
the original audiences and players, it all has very 
particular things, particular qualities. And that's not 
a bad thing. Not everything needs to be so mutable. 
I don't see any drawback about being formal." 



they started, they argued they were engaging in a 
conscious revisitation of disco's golden age. But the 
revival's come and gone now, several times over, 
whether Lindstrom's space disco, the seemingly 
endless wave of disco re-edits, the vogue for Italo- 
disco. . .so where to now, for Metro Area? " It's 
interesting," Jesrani concludes. I think the way to go 
forward is to really get into songwriting, both 
instrumental and vocal, and to expand the palette 
and the production, and make it more of what it 
already is. Because the statement-making aspect of 
reviving disco has been done. Now it's time to 
broaden and soften people's idea of what disco is, 
without nostalgia." 

Metro Area play the BLOC Weekender, March 13-15 
www. blocweekend. com 
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greg weeks 



Words: Nicola Meighan 

Photography: Cat Stevens Stylist: Milena Silvano 



In the latest in Plan B's ongoing series on the secrets of 
studiocraft, Espers' Greg Weeks pulls back the curtain 
on the recording of new solo album The Hive 



"The Mellotron is doubtless my spirit animal 
in instrument form," nods Espers lightning rod 
and folk-intoned solo upholder Greg Weeks. And 
a listen to Weeks' new album, The Hive, proves he 
makes good use of the venerable progressive rock 
staple. "No other instrument conveys the 
characteristics of hive insects as well as this 
legendarily warbly tape-based sampler," he 
enthuses, "And it's used by most all of my heroes: 
Robert Wyatt, King Crimson, Led Zeppelin, The 
Pretty Things, Krokodil, Canadian band Harmonium 
and all nine trillion Italian prog bands that I love. . . " 

Weeks- linchpin of psychedelic folk combo 
Espers, Language Of Stone overlord, and boss 
of soundtrack collective The Valerie Project- is 
ruminating on aural apparatus, and what 
instruments best connote his heart, his passions, 
his home. "The loins are definitely derived from 
a Gibson Les Paul Custom, into a treble booster, 
and out of myCMI SG amp," he explains. 
"Heart would be a toss-up between acoustic guitar 
and Univox K-2 Mini Korg or Minimoog. And home 
would be my studio. I have a large format recording 
console that leaves a pretty significant footprint, 
a 5001b tape machine and several racks of metal- 
bound outboard gear. The studio's an instrument 
played by the engineer, and in this case, a physical 
part of my home." 

Working from home sounds to have freed up 
Weeks' ability to create at his own speed. " Having 
a recording facility at arm's reach at all times, and for 
whatever purposes, has allowed me to make 
records the way they should be made, " Weeks 
demonstrates. "With plenty of time, low pressure, 
good gear and a warm, nurturing environment." 

It's also allowed him to indulge his obsession 
with analogue paraphernalia: "I want as clean 
and clear a signal path as possible from instrument 
to ear, and I want that path to be analogue for 
as long as it can be," he enlightens. "I'm not 
anti-digital, by any means, but I only have analogue 
gear. I use as nice a microphone as I can afford, 
send that signal into a high end pre-amp, maybe 
into a high-end compressor if needed, then straight 
to two-inch tape. 

" I like to limit myself as much as possible," 
he continues. "The earliest analogue recordings 
were used with an absolute minimum amount 
of gear and they still kick the ass of all modern 
recordings in my book. . . " 

Is it tempting to make music all of the time, 
when the studio's next to your bedroom? 

"I certainly haven't started cranking out more 
records," he attests. "I think there's way too much 
music out there already, and I don't feel any need 
to dilute the sincerity of my own work by speeding 
up the process, and thus bypassing my own need 
to digest life in order to distil it musically." 

You've said you don't consider yourself to be a 
musician so much as a musical thinker: how would 
you say this difference affects your music-making 
process? Is it less restrictive? 



"In some regards it's more restrictive, not being 
super-musical," he contends. "There are numerous 
points where I'd love to achieve something on 
an instrument that's simply beyond my ability." 
Then, with a shrug and a smile: "That said - layering 
instruments in a musical way requires a firm grip 
on underplaying, so from a producer mindset, 
my inability to shred on instruments allows me 
to keep things simple and add complexity down 
the line, when I can hire out folks to achieve 



The Hive, then, is something different. "My solo 
stuff is entirely personal," he counteracts. "I dictate 
everything about it, from the sounds involved to 
the means in which they're achieved. Espers came 
about distinctly because I didn't want to have 
an egocentric musical experience at the time. 
The Hive, meanwhile, is completely egocentric, 
to the point where it's a bit bothersome to me, 
actually. People are so self-absorbed these days." 
He conjures a grumble. "It's pretty disturbing. 



'No other instrument conveys the 
characteristics of hive insects as well 
as the Mellotron' 



the desired effect." 

Helena Espvall, Otto Hauserand many others 
are credited on your current solo album, The Hive. 
How does working with artists on your one-man 
endeavours differ from, say, your work with Espers? 

" Espers functions as its own organism: 
everything flows through the organic membrane 
that is the unity of six individuals, " he illuminates. 
" No matter what goes in, Espers comes out. We 
also limit ourselves lyrically to non-personal stuff. 
Espers is never a format for personal exploration. 



But you've previously stated a hope that your 
music helps people make sense of things-that's not 
self-indulgent. Maybe you're just navigating the 
myriad virtues of music. . . 

"Absolutely," Weeks acquiesces. "Music 
can be a very powerful medicine; as well as 
being a significant compass for personal 
direction and understanding. Music has saved 
my life," he concludes. "And I imagine it's saved 
yours, and every one of your readers' lives, to 
some degree." 
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Stomping on a 
cymbal like he's 
busting open a 
head, screaming 
'Daaaave' 



kid city 

Words: Ben Mechen 

Abe Vigoda photography: Owen Richards 

Mika Miko/Abe Vigoda/Anavan 

The Dome, London 

The Dome is a charmer, in a knockabout 
sorta way- optimistically, or perhaps 
anachronistically, large, a parquet floor ringed 
by fold-up tables and chairs, with tinsel and 
streamers thumbtacked across the bar. Out of 
time, or at least a little left behind, it feels like 
it must be a social club on its nights off, and it's 
unclear whether the see-your-breath nip in 
the air (coats remain ON throughout) is 
because of the inclement weather outside, 
or simply the ghosts of wedding receptions/ 
benefit gigs past paying the hipster throng 
a sweet and scary visit. 

So, given that the Dome has steadfastly left 
its flag stuck firmly in the 'back then', this gig 
was always going to be a hard one to pull off, 
because if anywhere in the world has staked 
claims to a musical right now, then it's Los 
Angeles DIY venue The Smell, and the 



amorphous blob of all-ages any-sounds bands, 
from No Age to H EALTH, that nightly coat its 
walls. London promoters Upset The Rhythm 
seem to have put this show together as some 
sort of small-budget big-thrills package tour, 
so tonight we're blessed with three of 'em - 
synth-powered start-ups Anavan, genre- 
coining 'tropical punks' Abe Vigoda, and 
femme-core splatpack Mika Miko. 

Anavan are fun, but then sawtooth synth 
party jams and meaty big basslines are always 
fun, and fun isn't always ipso facto very good. 
I won't be mean. . . if Le Tigre, Gravy Train ! ! !, 
Polysics or Quintron was your bag a few years 
ago, then get involved. Otherwise, NEXT! 

Abe Vigoda are here from a sold-out show 
elsewhere in London the night before, as 
well as f istfuls of press, and are on a visible 
buzz, frontman Juan quick and often with 
the usual smiley "you guyzz are awesuuum" 
compliments. Not content with mere appeals 
toourvanity-andsunninesscan win hearts 
easy in the middle of winter-they rattle 
through most of new record Skeleton in 
I swear half the time it should take. It's 



a pleasure to endure, blizzards of trebly guitar 
ring-outs and off-piste drum patter in, if not a 
race to the finish, then at least one to the boys' 
final (and, these days, obligatory) freakout. 
Tools downed, pedals prodded and stroked, 
feedback howling, and, at least I think I can 
see this from my obscured vantage point, Juan 
stomping on a cymbal like he's busting open a 
head, while screaming "Daaaave" over and 
over until his veins are less popping out of his 
face than his face popping out of his veins. 

About 25 minutes into their set, Mika Miko 
say it's the longest one they've ever played, 
and doesn't that just tell you everything you 
need to know? These four ladies and one guy, 
do Black Flag '81 , Bad Brains '82 like alt-rock 
never reached Southern California, so much 
so that I can only assume that the red 
telephone Jennifer sings down throughout 
is one of those hotline-to-Moscow hook-ups 
that Reagan had in the Oval Office. Only 
difference being, and here's the fun part, you 
better get under those chairs because this time 
Mika Mikoare calling a HOTwaron all our 
frozen asses. 



Bad For Lazarus 

Royal Park Cellars, I 

We're off to a stunted start. "I know 
that the last thing you want to lend to 
someone that has just a broken a snare 
drum is a snare drum, but. . .has anyone 
got. . .a snare drum?" Bruises, bones and 
broken glass they can deal with but when 
a snare drum goes? Sigh. . . 



Re-loaded and re-tuned, in among the 
perpetual swaggering and staggering is 
dirty rock n roll; like a Pollock canvas, they 
splatter themselves about the stage. 
Visually, they have this business down, 
but sonically, there's something missing. 
Someone needs to talk them through the 
fine art of twisting the volume dial to 1 1 . 
HayleyAvron 



Darks 

Darkstar are not here to kill the mood. Faint 
whispers of what make them tick rear up, 
particularly in the form of deadened vocals 
from viscous 2-step haunts, coaxing out 
alien strands of androgynous miserablism. 
Though 'Lilyliver' remains their most 
marked appropriation of any old garage 



finding its feet before its modest bass drop 
and vocoder sorrow eat away. 

Elsewhere the stilted funk of 'Annexe' 
resembles some paranoid Arabian Prince 
gem among the various untitled newstep 
jams and former UKG glories. Closing with 
Zomby's 'Strange Fruit', it's a set of 
melancholic tones and volatile cuts from 



50 1 plan b 



Rock'n'roll is 
a simple beast 




breaking ice 

Words: Everett True 
Photography: Justin Edwards 

Jeremy Jay 

The Troubadour, Brisbane 

Uneasy, like Christmas. 

He dances like a 21 -year-old Robert Forster, 
a default heartthrob in his collegiate sweater, 
side-parted hair and tight-fit jeans, infused 
with the glamour of beautiful dreaming, 
swinging his guitar round during a laconic 
solo, bending at the knees, voice distorted 
by reverb and pathos. He dances like a man 
taking continued assured steps away from 
a world filled with ordinariness and dusty 
crevices, leaps with excitement, infused with 
the anticipation of beautiful dreaming, 
caught in an era that never existed (where 
theOldsmobile'sgotthetopdownon it), 
lazy, swampy, surf-laden guitar moving 
from romance-filled vignette to romance- 
filled vignette. 

He looks like the sort of fellow you'd cross 
over the street just to congratulate for being 
alive -someone who looks a little like Brian 





Jones, back when Brian Jones looked a little 
like someone. And his voice echoes with 
the cool of youth and rock'n'roll, the way 
of Dan Sartain, the way of Vic Godard, the 
way of leather-clad Eighties cult singer 
Ziro Baby, the way of... yes, a 21 -year-old 
Robert Forster, infused with the sadness 
of beautiful dreaming. 

Rock'n'roll is a simple beast, easily placated 
if you know the right spots to tickle. Guitar 
lines linger. Melodies last. Songs are minimal - 
minor key, I reckon -the odd shred of fuzz 
or Modern Lovers-style solo to add colour. 
The title track from latest album, 'A Place 
Where We Could Go', cuts only kind shapes. 
'Heavenly Creatures' is finger-clicking, West 
Side Story cool -all moonlit angles and movie 
backdrop teen adventures. 'Hold Me In Your 
Arms Tonight' jangles and whispers sweet 
solace like we're watching our very own 
Mathew Sawyer, weeping tears to Sartre. 
Melbourne indie impresario, the very lovable 
and enthusiastic Guy Blackman, supplies 
stalwart (stand-in) bass, nervous in front of, 
yes, Robert Forster's bassist standing just 
behind me. Meanwhile, Robert Forster's 



bassist is whispering that Jeremy Jay 
warbles like a teenage Chrissie Hynde. 
And meanwhile, Jeremy Jay is fast losing 
himself in another world entirely. 

"So tell me," the K Records teen idol 
remarks in this deserted venue to a cluster 
of Brisbane indie girls (making shapes and 
crossing arms behind their backs like a 21- 
year-old Legend!), "What is there to do in this 
town? I'm from LA." A mortified silence 
ensues. "You could cuddle a koala," someone 
tentatively suggests. Nervous laughter 
follows. There's nothing to do in this town, 
except shelter from the heat and storms. 

'Where The City Sleeps' struts like an early 
torpid Go-Betweens number, references street 
lights and old apartment buildings, and 
throws in some guitar abrasion. 'The Living 
Dolls' prances around till it finds its place, 
and then looks very pleased with itself indeed 
(kind of like people think T Rex sounded, yet 
rarely did). Silence is used, but only so Jeremy 
can treat us to a little Fifties-style crooning, 
a smatter of harmonising, infused with the 
absolute charm of beautiful dreaming. 

It's like the storm never broke at all. 



another era ripened as the Hyperdub duo's 
brow-beaten own. 
Sam Strang 

Jay Reatard 

The Lexington, London 

Looking like a young James Hetfield, and 
heroically obsessed with quick-fire jolting 
punk, Jay Reatard isn't messing about. 
Onstage early, playing at least 20 songs, 
brief feedback squalls for punctuation 
between them, he concludes with a 
suicidal jump into the crowd, 1 5 minutes 
before scheduled. Why isn't it always like 
this? The bassist furiously mouths the lyrics 
to the crowd. The drummer plays like a 
Duracell bunny crammed with double the 



batteries it needs. Their ludicrous head- 
banged hair is like a fourth member. 

There's no feeling of watching three 
musicians remember their parts, or letting 
affectation creep in through over- 
familiarity. You're seeing a band who only 
truly own their music in this context. It's 



Thorn Gibbs 

Jazzfinger 

The Canon's Gait, E 

Was there ever a more archetypal location 
for noise improv than the downstairs of 
a boozer? I like it in here; it's as comforting 
as a flock wallpapered womb, safe against 
the wintry Edinburgh night. 



Backs to us and crouched in the corner, 
the three Jazzfingers summon the drone 
from strings and antiquated amps and FX 
units. It's a lovely, swelling sound, growing 
and gorging upon itself- shut your eyes 
and you're within it, swimming in treacle. 
People nod along slowly, like they're at 
a slow-motion AC/DC show. I zone out 
entirely while scrutinising the bald patch 
in front of me, the hairless surface 
expanding to pull me inside. I like it in here. 
Euan Andrews 

Kanye W 

02 Arena, I 

Yeezy has a prooiem. it's aetmiteiy not tne 
script for this toothsomely preposterous 



hip-hopera, so it also can't be that his 
spaceship is stranded in some craterscape, 
and not even that it's so lonely up in 
Orion's belt that he has to, ahem, knob said 
spaceship once it's anthropomorphised 
into two golden ladies. No no. Yeezy's 
problem is that this tour and its shutter 
shades, the ever-present Auto-Tune of the 
new record, means the backdropped sun 
that finally lights his way home is far from 
the only superstar here, and yet his beloved 
mother, who died a year before, is not here 
to see him shine. It's an issue he works out 
over the course of a 1 2-minute adlib 
appended to 'Put On', and like everything 
else tonight, it's a bittersweet triumph. 
Ben Mechen 
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beyond the braindome 

Words: John Doran 

Ufomammut photography: Simon Fernandez 

Uf oma m m ut/Lento 

The Fly, London 

Perhaps Lento's name is supposed to suggest 
a lugubriocity of pace or demeanour or maybe 
it is ironic nomenclature, given that they are 
relatively uptempo for a post-rock/post-metal 
outfit. Three guitarists and one bassist (as well 
as a drummer) all slot into place like cogs on 
thetiny stage. None of the individual players 
are lento either, the band are like clockwork. 
They play the same bar chords with 
immaculate timing; the banks of FX they use 
to create subtle tonal differences between 
players perhaps lost on tonight's small PA. 
Perhaps these differences would be lost on 
a rig three times the size. 

If the de-territorialisation of post-rock 
was unpredictable and disorientating, its 
inevitable re-territorialisation has been 



inexorable and depressing. Who would have 
dared compare Pram and Slint? Who can stick 
a Rizla paper between Isis and Lento? The 
tropes and cliches of post-rock are more 
depressing than those of rock'n'roll or folk. 
When walking well-trodden musical paths, 
attention to detail is everything. Which brings 
us to Ufomammut. 

This Italian space rock band, who attract 
stoner rock and doom metal fans, reclaim the 
territory of the stage and have acres of space, 
being that there are only three of them. 
De-territorial ise. Re-territorialise. Pull apart 
the material, knead it back together, pull it 
apart again. Watch how it blisters, how space 
is created. Acres of space to occupy. Fill her up. 

They stand in front of a tiny projector that 
covers the screen behind them full of cosmic 
display. This is one of many indicators that we 
are experiencing space rock. You look at it and 
think 'My God! It's full of stars! Space is deep!' 
and things of that nature. Far out! But these 
are just surface signifiers, along with the super 



cardioid dynamic microphone, and hissing 
banks of Moog modules, and even the grand- 
yet-daft nod to Erich Von Daniken in their 
name. This is because Ufomammut are taking 
us on an inward journey along the lines of 
propulsion, mass, speed and energy. It works 
instantaneously. At one point it feels like I'm 
totally cut free. The gigantic Italo-headbanger 
behind me is no longerthere, although 
occasionally the tips of his hair penetrate the 
void that I'm occupying, like a rotating lifeline. 
The bass - the amplified cosmic pulse - of 
'Stigma' topples pint glasses off the top 
of a cigarette machine . They smash a framed 
painting I have with me. Good. Who brings a 
painting to such a tumultuous occasion?! 

And-ciaobella! -Rose Kemp is here to 
add her sonorous and terrestrial anchoring 
to 'Ammonia'. But all too soon it is over. 
And outside on Oxford Street there is a 
jostling universe of halogen headlamps; 
a red-shift cosmos of brake lights. My God! 
It's full of cars! 



turns out to be wrong. I figured: band gets 
bored of illuminating frontwoman's 
emotional frailties with electro-pop glow, 
goes out on tour with Nine Inch Nails, 
beefs up, dumbs down, returns with record 
that's a bone-rattling breeze, PULVERISES 
live. Nah. Quadruple bastard mutant sound 
rigs and overt crunkery are in short order, 
and songs like 'Black Cat' are actually 
rather more genteel here, as if Ladytron 
can't bring themselves to breach the prim 
stage personas they've spent years 
constructing. Ladytron's mix of humanity 
and electricity will never be less than 



magical, but watching Helen Mamie fight 
smiles and hold back dance moves, I can't 
help but hope these Victorian facades 
crack for good sometime soon. 
Andrzej Lukowski 

Late Of The Pier 
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In LOTP's electronic press kit, bassist 
Andrew Faley concocts a smoothie. Kiwi 
fruit, rum, ketchup, toy soldiers, Weetabix, 
cigarettes and washing-up liquid go into 
the blender. "It's all just a learning curve," 
he insists, vomiting copiously. The band 
take the same magpie attitude to their 
music, throwing in Daft Punk, Mike Patton, 
Queen, Numan and Beefheart. Most rock 



bands that use electronica play along to 
sequencer, but LOTP lead by their rhythm 
section, executing seamless changes, whik 
boy synth-wizard Potter (inexplicably 
dressed as a Christmas tree angel) pokes 
samples on his lovebox like a toddler 



switching TV channels. 

Drums, samples, guitar riffs, bass, 
keyboards entwine until it's impossible to 
tell who plays what (apart from digesting 
plastic, Faley can play bass with one hand 
and Roland Juno with the other) as singer 
Sam leaps about, occasionally fiddling his 
guitar, mostly smashing drumpads, 
cymbals, even an amplified bedframe on 
'The Bears Are Coming' (yes, Fabulous 
Furry Freak Brothers sty lee ! ) . 



The audience explodes until I'm 
crushed up against Ross' drum riser (I grin 
like a fangirl and he gives me his stick — 
fnar).This micro-prog gang could be 
massive - faces on lunchboxes massive - 
but still feel magic, manic, cultish. 



Fiona Fletcher 

No Age 

BarVinyl, 

To date, No Age have been pegged as Sub 
Pop flannel kids who got over their 
adolescent sulk, replacing metal grunt with 
pop noise and the frequent projection of 
'positive vibes'. Lukewarm at Camden's 
Electric Ballroom earlier tonight, it's the 
after party across the street - in front of a 
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Five people 
on that stage 
and... maybe 
six feet of hair? 
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sunset underground 

Words: Noel Gardner 
Photography: Owen Richards 

RTX 

Academy, Bristol 

Primal Scream have turned their hand to many 
styles over their career, but LA rawk is not 
generally considered their forte. Jennifer 
Herrema has also turned her hand to many 
styles -with Royal Trux and current band RTX- 
and, in channelling Guns N' Roses, LA Guns 
and Def Leppard into a motherboard of stoner 
slop, has made some of her finest work. 

Now, Primal Scream have taken RTX on 
tour with them. Here they are! Early evening, 
in one of the UK's worst venues, playing to not 
many people. They'll make it work. Watch. 

The whole band look the part, it should be 
said. There are five people on that stage and... 
maybe six feet of hair? One guitar is done out 
in snakeskin effect- scales on the body and 
everything. Guessing its previous owner paid 



for a bathtub of Xanax by selling that. They 
don't come off like a hired band and they 
don't look dressed up -until we get to 
Jennifer Herrema, who has a ridiculous cluster 
of oversized fake animal tails draped across 
her front. It looks like she won it at a 
fairground an hour ago. 

'Mr Wall' is possibly RTX's best song, 
although it takes a post-set pause for thought 
outside to realise how much it sounds like 'We 
Care A Lot' by Faith No More. They don't have 
the full compliment of effects to hand to make 
RTX'sthird, latest and poodliest LP JJ Got Live 
RATX's opening gambit, 'You Should Shut Up', 
sound like Van Halen, which it does on record. 
Wheeling, wheedling and wheelie-pulling 
arena-in-a-bar rock that hit 88mph and sprang 
back 25 years constitutes an acceptable 
bargain, even if no one sings through a 
vocoder. "Don't call me on the phone/I ain't 
takin' yer calls no more" -hoo boy, Jennifer 
thinks so little of you she couldn't be arsed 
writing a lyric that wasn't a stultifying cliche. 



crowd barely a tenth the size - where No 
Age's punk past surfaces. 

Infinitely more suited to cramped 
surrounds, the LA duo beams as their din 
is given substance by the sweat dripping 
from the ceiling, Misfits and Urinals covers 
prompt outbreaks of absurd crowd-surfing. 
No Age build their racket up from roots, 
psyched on gang fun. 
Kev Kharas 



Old Blue L 

Including two formerThe Murder Of Rosa 
Luxemburg members, Lowers have a 
prestigious history of making a smart 
racket. Far less complicated than their 



former band, there's exactly zero bullshit 
with Lowers. Raw, boisterous and 
uncompromising, they bring you punk rock 
and expect you to deal. 

Hencher is a confrontational frontman; 
much of his time is spent pogoing at the 
crowd's front, shouting in people's faces, 
his grown-out bleached hair bobbing 
above revellers' heads. But there's warmth 
to his presence, too. He just wants to say hi, 
his voice distorted to an awesome rasp. 
It's not all about him - Lowers have great 
tunes. They're a band that consider three 
minutes too long for a song, a quartet with 
too many songs for their allotted slot; too 
many songs for their allotted lives, perhaps. 
Tom Howard 



'Cheap Wine Time', a reflective moment 
on disc, is a no-fuckin'-'bout power ballad 
here. If it wasn't for the sexlessness of this 
specific situation, I'd assume there were 
about 74 sets of genitals being haphazardly 
handled across the venue. Two girls are 
doing a slowdance near the front, but it 
appears ironic. 

Do Primal Scream's audience 'get' RTX? 
People's facial expressions indicate 
amusement more than intense like or dislike. 
Some of them might suggest that there's 
nothing to 'get', and even though they'd 
instantly be rendered elephantine hypocrites 
if they bugged outto 'Rocks' or 'Exterminator' 
later on, it's true that it'll take a lot more than 
half an hour and some surly sass moves to 
convince most people that hair metal is a 
decent mine for the stripping. 

Eh, whatever. Jennifer Herrema has been in 
the music business 20 years. Sometimes people 
will plain ignore you. At least she's reached a 
point where she can ignore them back. 



Volcano! cut the ribbon to the second 
Swn festival, regaling a packed-out Clwb 
Ifor Bach with twisty, elegiac prog-punk 
made not out of metal and phlegm, but 
ribbons, cotton-wool, and streamers. 



tremulous, pirouetting croon that reminds 
me of Ted Leo -full-hearted, almost over- 
generously melodic - but he never reaches 
for an anthem when an enigma might do. 
RoloTomassi are equally knotty, but far 
more compressed: the stuff of Hysterics is 
so convoluted that at times you feel they're 
operating beyond a crowd's capacity to 
keep up, but as an exercise in contortion, 



both musically, and in Eva Spence s punk 
pirouettes and backward bends, they're 
seldom anything less than impressive. 

Saturday brings something lighter in 
the shape of Cate Le Bon, sometime 
chanteuse for Gruff Rhys' Neon Neon, 
relinquishing synth-pop for lightly wyrd 
acoustic songs indebted to the vintage 
output of Welsh-language label Sain. 
Then, across town, Twisted Play Design 
play host to Thomas Truax's whirring 
array of mechano toys, and The 
Voluntary Butler Scheme add 
effervescent Sixties-tinged pop laced with 
all manner of wobbly keys and cute lyrical 
fragments,oddball romantics to the core. 
Louis Pattison 
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do it yourself: 
one inch badge 

Interview: Lauren Strain 

One Inch Badge is a Brighton-based 
collective; they run a record label (having 
recently put out Casiotone ForThe 
Painfully Alone's soundtrack for the film 
Stay The Same Never Change, albums 
by Lonely Ghosts and Pope Joan and the 
first of a series of split seven-inches - 
the next volumes of which will see tracks 
from Lowers, Knyfe Hytsjhe Death Set 
and Best Fwends) and organise gigs for 
overlooked artists in their home town. 
They tell us how they did (and do) it. 

How did OIB come to be? 

"On a day to day basis the business 
is run by myself and Tom Denney (Lonely 
Ghosts/ex-Help She Can't Swim), with 
help from James Morrison (Nullifier), 
Todd Jordan (My Device/Nullifier), 
Russell Eke (My Device) andTom Ginn. 
We get a lot of people writing to us to 
ask if they can join and the answer is yes. 

"Musically we all come from very 
different backgrounds. I used to be solely 
into West Coast American rap, but in 
2004 1 joined Southern Records and 
became infatuated with labels Kranky, 
Anticon, Dischord, and Southern Lord. 

"Tom's musical history is a little 



more directly relevant to the sounds 
of the label, having grown up through 
grunge, shoegaze and Britpop. 
James can mainly be found listening 
to The Bronx very loudly. Todd's pretty 
much exclusively a Zappa and Waits 
head, while Russell loves Bjork and 
Animal Collective. 

"After James and I met, we spent six 
years hanging out in Brighton. Between 
2001 and 2004 1 spent three years 
working for Sony Music, during which 
I only worked on one record that 
I believed in. Worried that I'd become 
completely disinterested in the music 
business, I moved to Southern and got 
the opportunity to work with some 
genuinely 'real' artists. Jim spent a long 
time working and helping out atTru 
Thoughts, so between our shared 
knowledge we naively believed that we 



the lack of support our local scene was 
receiving on a national level. It had 
become (and still is) 'hip' for bands to 
say that they're from Brighton. A lot of 
'household' bands such as The Kooks 
and Joe Lean AndThe Jing Jang Jong are 



prime examples of bands that have never 
really done the Brighton circuit or been 
part of the 'scene' here, even though they 
talk at length about the relevance of 
Brighton to their music." 

Tell us some stuff about 
Brighton that we won't know 
already; secret hangouts, insider 
knowledge...? 

"TheWesthill community centre 
is a small village hall near Brighton 
station. Its promoters have put on 
some great shows over the past few 
years including Daniel Higgs, Sticks 
and John Maus. You could go play the 
Peter Pan adventure golf course on 
the seafront, it's an incredible 1 2-hole 
course that is very demanding and 
will test even the most seasoned 
mini-golf enthusiast." 

What's been your favourite/ 
most memorable OIB gig? 

" It sounds slightly egotistical but 
I genuinely find myself saying 'Wow, that 
was the best gig we've put on by miles! ' 
after every show we do. But I'd have to 
say Lighting Bolt. Everyone just went 
completely bonkers for them; we had it in 
this underground club, and it was as 
if the entire room was pulsing in unison." 

Regale us with a tale of a string 
of disasters. 

"There was the Barr show at the 
aptly named Po Na Na; the facilities were 
broken that night and slowly the room 
started to flood with human waste 
that was bubbling up between the 
floorboards until everything was 
covered. We sound-checked all three 
bands while trying to hold our breath; 
then the show got pulled by the 
management, which was probably 
just as well." 

What advice would you have 
for anyone thinking about getting 
into gig promoting? 

"A safe way of putting on shows 
is doing them for charity; this will mean 
that most good venues will let you 
use their facilities for free (or a minimal 
amount) and bands are usually willing 
to play for free particularly if you let 
them pick the charity that their share 
will be donated to.This way you remove 
the financial pressure of guarantees 
and you'll hopefully get to donate a 
great amount of money to charity. 
We've raised near £2000 for various 
places over the last few years." 
(Alex Murray) 

www.myspace.com/oibrecords 



bloc 2009 

So surely there's no time for 
anyone to actually go and have 
a family holiday at Butlins 
anymore. Festivals have taken 
up residency; and here, the 
line up features Afrika 
Bambaataa, Lee 'Scratch' Perry, 
Carl Craig, Metro Area, Bass 
Clef, Future Sound Of London, 
our favourite cat Jamie Lidell 
and the illustrious tiger Arabian 
Prince (watch out ladies). 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp 
(March 13-15) 



all tomorrow's parties vs the 
fans part ii: the fans strike back 

So here's how it happens: you buy your 
tickets, and then you get a chance to vote 
for who should play. See what they did 
there? It's kind of like a £1 50-ish gamble, 
but the general public usually come up 
with the goods. Chosen by the festival 
organisers (but for you, the ticket buyer, 
to go head to head with) so far: Spiritualized, 
Grails, Sleep, The Jesus Lizard and plantpot 
dudes Devo. Get battlin'. 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp 
(May 8-10) 

all tomorrow's parties 

The second instalment for May, curated 
by The Breeders and so seeing blood 
old (Throwing Muses, Teenage Fanclub, 
Shellac) and new (Foals, Bon Iver). You 
know how it goes: big chalets sell out 
first to freakin' party animals with 
groups of 20 friends (who are these 
people? Can they donate some 
friends please?) Smaller chalets go later. 
Get off yer bums and book. 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp 
(May 15-1 7) 

animal collective 

Gaggle of furries return to showcase 
new nausea-inducing (check the sleeve) 
album Merriwea ther Post Pa vilion f u 1 1 a 
bubbles'n'splash. 

London Koko (January 1 2), Glasgow 
School Of Arts (1 3), Manchester Club 
Academy (14), Brighton Concorde 
2(15) 

bangf ace weekender 

808 State, Renegade Soundwave and Alec 
Empire are a few of the many artists booked 
for the weekend long rave. 
Camber Sands Holiday Park 
(April 24-26) 

bat for lashes 

Ms Natasha Khan returns after a long 
break since hit (and Mercury 
Prize-nominated) album Fur And Gold. 
Will it be gone with the mysticism, the 
black stallions and the sparkly 
headdresses? Well, you'll just have to 
wait and see... something tells us there 
are changes afoot. 
ManchesterThe Ritz (April 7), 
Newcastle Northumbria University 
(9), Leeds Metropolitan University 
(1 1 ), Birmingham Town Hall (1 2), 
Oxford The Regal (13), Bristol 
Anson Rooms (1 5), Brighton Corn 
Exchange (1 6), London Shepherd's 
Bush Empire (17) 



dirty projectors/polar bear 

An Arts Council-sponsored 
tour, in which new-jazz 
impresarios Polar Bear 
make friends with Plan B 
favourites Dirty Projectors 
(whose new record is in the 
pipeline as I type with these 
frozen, expectant paws). 
I predict a kaleidoscope of 
new ground to unfurl beneath 
your toes. More dates soon. 
Manchester Mint Lounge (April 1), 
London Scala (9) 



bloc party 

After the surprisingly poisonous Intimacy, 
we're watching our backs for more stealthy 
hits like their paranoia fest, 'Mercury', 
creeping up behind us. 
Glasgow Academy (January 25, 26), 
Manchester Apollo (28, 29), 
Wolverhampton Civic (31, February 1), 
London Olympia (April 11,12) 

buzzcocks 

Everfallen in love, and soon. 
Exeter Lemon Grove (January 13), 
Bristol Academy (1 4), Manchester Club 
Academy (1 6), Leeds Carling Academy 
(1 7), Newcastle Carling Academy (1 8), 
Glasgow ABC (19), Nottingham Rock 
City (2 1 ), Wolverhampton Wulf run Hall 
(22), Leamington Spa The Assembly 
(23), Norwich Waterfront (25), Oxford 
Carling Academy (27), Cambridge 
The Junction (29), London Shepherds 
Bush Empire (30), London Olympia 
(April 11, 12) 

Celtic connections 2009 

Roots musicansofthe world unite! Michael 
Nyman, Dr John, Youssou N'Dour, Sharon 
Shannon, Richard Thompson and Branford 
Marsalis are all in attendance at this year's 
wintry folk gathering. 
Glasgow Royal Concert Hall 
and various venues (January 
15-February 1) 

crystal stilts 

Crystal Castles, Crystal Antlers, and now 
some Stilts. . .the future of indie looks icy 
and expensive, but that's fashion for you. 
Brighton New Hero (February 1 2), 
London Brixton Windmill (13), Dublin 
Whelan's (1 9), Glasgow Captain's Rest 
(21), Edinburgh Sneaky Pete's (22), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (24), 
London Barden's Boudoir (26) 

the cure 

One of those NME 'big gig' things. It's a big 
gig. In a big place. With a big band. And some 
big hair. 
London 02 Arena (February 26) 

das pop 

Infectious digi-pop from zeitgeisty band 
sponsored by all the social networking sites. 
Portsmouth Wedgewood Rooms 
(February 1 2), Brighton Concorde 2 
(1 3), Sheffield Leadmill (1 4), Leeds 
Cockpit (1 5), Glasgow King Tut's (1 7), 
Newcastle Academy 2 (1 8), 
Manchester Night And Day (19), 
Liverpool Academy 2 (20), Nottingham 
Bodega (21 ), Bristol Thekla (24), 
Oxford Zodiac (25), London ICA (26) 
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of montreal 

The sequinned eccentrics joust and flounce their way through customs 
("Look, it's not a weapon, okay? It's just an absolutely enormous 
totem pole with which one of my masked minions will anoint me in 
Manchester. I know it's large and sharp, yes. And yes I know I'm riding 
a white stallion but FOR GOD'S SAKE WOMAN WE HAVE A PLANE TO 
CATCH") ...oh wait, the sentence disappeared. Oh yeah, here it is: ...to 
play some shows. Yay ! 

Brighton Digital (January 24), Glasgow Oran Mor (26), Belfast The Stiff Kitten 
(27), Dublin The Button Factory (28), Manchester Club Academy (29) 



david grubbs 

Former Squirrel Bait, Bastro and Gastr del Sol 
helmsman - and current professor of Radio 
And Sound Art at New York City University, 
twit-twoo ! - comes to entertain. Expect to 
freak out, intelligently (and analyse the 
after-effects). Plus support from the lovely 
Serafina Steer, who appears as though from 
another dimension. 

Brighton Prince Albert (January 19), 
LeicesterThe Musician (20), Glasgow 
Mono (21), London Luminaire (22), 
Bristol The Croft (23), Dublin 
Whelan's(24) 

glissando 

Leeds duo travel the rainy roads of Britain 
with violinist and cellist in towto play their 
lengthy, somnambulaic compositions (think 
tranquil floods or cold torrents). 
York City Screen Basement (January 
29), Leeds Packhorse (30), 
Northampton Labour Club (31), 
Nottingham Lee Rosy's (February 1), 
Brighton Freebutt (2), London The 
Macbeth (3), Manchester Retro Bar (4), 
Lancaster Yorkshire House (5), 
Edinburgh Wee Red Bar (6), Glasgow 
Captain's Rest (7) 

flower corsano duo 

Mick Flower and Chris Corsano continue 
their ever-effervescing collaborations. With 
support from Helhesten and ZunZunEgui 
in London. The Manchester date sees Chris 
Corsano playing solo. 
Newcastle Cumberland Arms 
(February 15), Leeds Brudenell Social 
Club (1 6), Cambridge Portland Arms 
(17), Brighton Freebutt (18), Bristol 
Arnolfini (19), London Barden's 
Boudoir (20), Campsea Ashe Village 
Hall (21), ManchesterThe Deaf 
Institute (23) 

the fragmented orchestra 

Here's an innovative new project (and 
PRS Foundation For New Music award 
winner) that encourages the public to 
visit various local sites around the country, 
where they can play music that (we're told) 
contributes to a sort of emulation of the 
human brain. The epicenter of the project 
(and overall composition) can be heard 
at Liverpool's FACT. The whole concept 
is pretty difficult to sum up in one of 
these widdly little live preview things, 
so get your brain in tangles at 
www.thefragmentedorchestra.com 
Liverpool FACT, 24 sites across 
the UK and online (Ongoing until 
February 22) 

franzferdinand 

The art-indie stalwarts are still here 
Edinburgh Picture House (January 14), 
London Heaven (20), Manchester 
University (March 3) 



fucked up 

With RoloTomassi andThe Bronx. You may 
require a new trachea the next morning. 
Manchester Club Academy 
(February 28) 

gang gang dance 

Brooklyn brain-benders (and former 
Plan B cover stars) perform a brace of tracks 
from zany cross-cultural opus, Saint 
Dymphna, their most cohesive statement 
of sublimation yet. 

Manchester Roadhouse (February 25), 
London Dingwalls (26), Bristol Fleece 
And Firkin (27), Brighton Audio (28) 

f rida hyvonen 

Our publisher-at-large Everett True is 
practically obsessed with this Scandinavian 
lady. See what it's all about at her upcoming 
show in support of new album Silence 
Is Wild, out now on Jagjaguwar. You shall 
wilt before her mastery of the ivories. 
London Bush Hall (February 5) 

grace jones 

Dark queen of the night manipulates the 
darkest strands of your subconscious 
WITHOUTYOU EVEN KNOWING IT. 
Birmingham Symphony Hall (January 
19), Newcastle The Sage (21), Glasgow 
Clyde Auditorium (22), Manchester 
Apollo (24), Bristol Colston Hall (25), 
London Roundhouse (27, 28, 30) 

late of the pier 

The space age electro pop gaggle take 
their futuristic, falsetto-tastic hits 
(compiled on Fantasy Black Channel) 
out on the road. 

Bath Burdalls Yard (February 3), 
Exeter Phoenix (4), Wolverhampton 
Civic (5), Sheffield Leadmill (7), 
Glasgow Oran Mor (8), Aberdeen 
Moshulu (9), Middlesbrough 
Empire (1 1 ), Leeds Metro (1 2), 
Derby The Royal (13), Manchester 
Academy 2 (14), Oxford Zodiac (1 6), 
London Forum (17), Brighton 
C2 (18), Portsmouth Wedgewood 
Rooms (19), Hitchin Remix (21), 
Cambridge Junction (22) 

little joy 

Fabrizio Moretti's latest project gives 
itself a breezy airing in our frigid 
climes. Prepare some positive vibes 
for these sunny tones 
Manchester University (January 20), 
London Dingwalls (21) 

loneydear 

The melancholy singer laughs in the 
face of unwieldy punctuation, having 
lost his comma between the loney' and 
the 'dear'. He's still playing the same kinda 
music, mind. 
London St Giles Church (January 26) 



now booking: bloc 2009 

Heartbreak interview: Kev Kharas 

How's it going? Where are you at 
the moment? 

"Good, thanks. We are in London at 
the moment. Sebastian is moving house 
today and I'm doing bits and bobs." 

How are things for you in 
London these days? Everything 
seems to have come together 
quite well for the growing 
Eurodisco scene there, wouldn't 
you say? 

" London is good at the moment. 
There seems to be a trend in disco, that's 
for sure. I'm not sure what to make of 
it, really." 

OK. . .do you remember the first 
time you knew you wanted to be 
in a disco band? 

" I don't think either of us wanted to 
be in a 'disco band' as such. We just 
" nntJ •" m ,! " cr%mn high energy disco 
i.mj.v. ...u. u ..v^ -> K ^.tacle that would 
work in that context." 

What motivated you to start 
making music? 

"Money. Just kidding. This question 
is impossible to answer." 

How do you get around when 
you're on tour? Surely the squalor 
of the average tour bus isn't 
fitting for fly disco gents like 
yourselves? 

"On the contrary, we enjoy the 
struggle of trying to have a laugh." 

What do you do to pass the 
time from city to city, venue to 
venue? 

"We read, listen to music, talk to 
people. Etcetera." 

If you could perform anywhere 
to anyone at any time in history, 
what situation would suit 
Heartbreak the most? 

"We would play the darkest of 
Drexciyan disco in the Alps, during 
a blizzard." 

Is there anyone in particular 
you're looking forward to seeing 
at Bloc? 

"Yeah, loads, We're looking forward 
to seeing Egyptian Lover, Carl Craig, l-F, 
Cosmic Force, Arabian Prince, Global 
Goon, Daniel Bell and Robert Hood, 
among others." 

Are you staying in one of 
Butlins' chalets? 

" I guess so, I did last year with 
my Human Shield and Cyber Dance 
labelmates and we had a laugh. I think." 



Arabian Prince will be putting 
in an appearance - will you be 
catching that? Or seeking him out 
backstage afterwards perhaps for 
a spot of skinnydipping? 

" Both, if all goes well ! We wouldn't 
miss that." 

What would you rather be - an 
Arabian Prince or an Egyptian 
Lover? 

"Difficult. Probably an 



Which crowds do you feel more 
comfortable playing to, 
dance-heads or indie 
rock hipsters? 

"Don't know really. Both 
are inspiring." 

Can the audience expect 
anything extra special at the Bloc 
appearance? 

"We're going to do a special set of 
rustling leaves and crisp packets, both 
huddled around a laptop making 
decisions. No, we're not. It should be an 
ultra-charged set, we're really looking 
forward to it." 

I've read that wherever you 
play you 'leave all mortals dancing 
with tears in their eyes'. A lofty 
claim. How much joy will you take 
in making thousands of mortal 
souls weep at Butlins in March? 

" It wi II be extremely pleasurable if 
we can pull it off. Fingers crossed." 

What sort of effect do you tend 
to have on the immortals? 

"The immortals stay well away from 
us, as we make them address mortality, 
which of course they find difficult to 
deal with." 
(AM Renault) 

And there you have Heartbreak, 
illuminating the stratosphere with their 
insightful expositions. We suspect that 
their curt brevity is meant as a reflection 
of their equally concise, pristine 
electro-dance (and their clinical white 
suits); I mean, when you're herding 
the void-eyed masses through prisms 
of coloured light, there's no time to 
wax lyrical. 

Catch them at the third annual Bloc 
Weekend in April, where they play 
alongside Metro Area, Jamie Lidell, 
ItalTek, Ulrich Snauss, Altern8 and 
countless more: strictly for insomniacs 
and hardcore adrenaline junkies only. 
www.blocweekend.com 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp 
(March 13-15) 
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live preview 




tour stories: 
future islands 

Interview: Lauren Strain 

Where's the strangest place you've 
ever played, and why? 

Sam Herring: "Playing William's 
family reunion. Years ago we played 
an Italian restaurant in Thorndale, PA." 

William Cashion: "Playing my family 
reunion was one of our strangest shows, 
for sure. There was a big blow-up bouncy 
thing for the kids to play in, plus all of my 
close and distant relatives strewn about 
the yard. I thought they would come 
gather to see us play, but we were just 
sorta playing while everyone staggered 
throughout the yard eating barbecue and 
sipping sweet tea." 

Who's the oddest band you've 
ever played alongside? 

Sam: "Definitely Milkbarfrom 
Minnesota. But we're not allowed to talk 
about them. Look them up. You must find 
out for yourself!" 

Who do you consider to be 
your contemporaries? 

Sam: " I really want to start a band 



I jammed with a couple of them at an 
awesome squat in Buffalo and made 
some really frantic, unnerving punk." 

William: "I've always thought if we 
teamed up with Videohippos we'd have 
a really sick band." 

If you could play a gig at any 
moment in history, when/where 
would you choose to go and why? 
Sam: "I would really love to go back in 
time to Manchester and play a show 
with Joy Division. When I was nine or 
ten I wanted to go back to the Fifties or 
Sixties and be in a doo-wop/soul group. 
The music is so pure and to the point." 

William: "I think it'd be rad to open 
for OMD on the Dazzle Shipstour. 
Or to play with Kraftwerk on the 
Trans- Europe Express to u r. " 

What's the absolute worst 
debauchery you've seen life on 
the road reduce someone (maybe 
yourselves) to? Do you still have 
psychological scars? 

GerritWelmers: "Watching Sam 
piss in a refrigerator in his sleep was 



gasping. It was really sad to see such 
a cute thing in that state." 

Please regale us with a tale 
of a disastrous show/series of 
touring events. Do you look 
back with fondness, or anger? 

Sam: "On our first US tour with our 
friends EAR PWR, my van broke down 
in Idaho. We were only about 1 00 miles 
away from Missoula, Montana where 
we were playing that night, but my 
van was only going about 20 miles per 
hour, so we got a hotel and early the 
next morning I took it to a mechanic. 
Eight hours and $700 later we were 
back on the road trying to get to Denver 
(now about 900 miles away, with two 
days to make it). As soon as we got 
into the mountains the car broke down 
again. It was 5pm when we left Ronan, 
MT; we had lost two shows and didn't 
want to miss another, so we drove 
through the night and showed up in 
Lawrence, Kansas at 5pm the next 
day. It was about a 1 500 mile drive. 
The show was horrible and the next 
morning I shit my pants. I actually look 
back very fondly on this. How could 
you not?" 

When were you proudest? 

William: "I was really excited when 
we first received copies of Wave Like 
Home from Upset The Rhythm. It was the 
first time we'd ever had a real CD that we 
hadn't burned ourselves with artwork 



William: "In Montreal, we took 
a long walk to this warehouse to see 
Double Dagger play a show during the 
day. On the way there, we found a dying 
kitten in the grass. Its eyes would open 
slightly and then close as he was 



What do you miss most when 
you're on tour? 

Sam: " I miss my girl, but now she's 
not mine because I've been touring 
too much. I'll find a way to get her back 
one day." 

William: "Myfriends." 

Gerrit: "Buttercup, my cat. And 
my bed." 

What don't you miss? 

Sam: " I don't miss my day job." 

Gerrit: "Doing the dishes." 

Future Islands ply a kind of neurotic 
laser-pop with rough edges and 
happy eyes. Their most recent release, the 
fine Wave Like Home, is radiant and 
abrasive and turned my heart to goo. 
They seize our cities in February, and 
we think you should probably go along. 
London Scala (February 4), Bristol 
Start The Bus (5), Nottingham 
Chameleon (6), Manchester Bionic 
Arm Party (7), Glasgow 1 3th Note 
(8), Brighton The Prince Albert (1 1 ), 
London Bardens Boudoir (1 2) 



micachu 

With her refined music 
schooling and her ear for grime 
mixtapes, IN' Mica Levi is the 
twinkle in our collective eye 
right now. She, and her band, 
The Shapes, play music at the 
following times and places. 
The London show is plotted 
by your friends at Plan B, with 
Lime Headed Dog in support, 
and kicking_kon DJ business. 
London Macbeth (January 31), Bath 
Burdalls Yard (February 3), Exeter 
Phoenix (4), Wolverhampton Civic 
(5), Sheffield Leadmill (7), Glasgow 
Oran Mor (8), Aberdeen Moshulu 
(9), Middlesbrough Empire (1 1), 
Leeds Metro (1 2), Derby The Royal 
(1 3), Oxford Zodiac (1 6), London 
Forum (1 7), Brighton Concorde 2 
(18), Portsmouth Wegewood Rooms 
(20), Hitchin Remix (21) Cambridge 
Junction (22) 



lucky dragons 

Earthly magic and human connections are 
foremost in these modern mystics' minds. 
Expect to have to communicate with others. 
Oh, no... 

Dublin Redspace Joy Gallery (January 
25), London Bardens Boudoir (26) 

magazine 

Howard DeVoto's post-punk pioneers 
have reformed for a handful of shows: 
they promise the same line-up as that 
which recorded 1 979's Secondhand 
Daylight, minus the sadly departed 
John McGeoch. 

London Forum (February 12,13), 
Manchester Academy (14, 17) 

metallica 

Stadium. Rock. Is. The. Phrase. I. Believe. 
Nottingham Trent FM Arena (February 
25), Manchester Evening News Arena 
(26), Sheffield Arena (28), London 02 
Arena (March 2), Newcastle Metro 
Radio Arena (3), Birmingham LG Arena 
(25), Glasgow SECC (26), London 02 
Arena (28) 

max tundra 

Ben Jacobs' eclectic electronic 
compositions get a dusting off in 
public, fronted by tracks from recent 
LP Parralax Error Beheads You. 
Clwb Ifor Bach (January 28), Bristol 
Fleece And Firkin (29), London Cargo 
(30), Brighton Freebutt (31), 
Cambridge Soul Tree (February 3), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (5), 
ManchesterThe Deaf Institute (6), 
Bracknell South Hill Park (7) 

parts and labor 

Spectral purveyors of histrionic indie-rock 
that tastes of victory and looks like the 
rainbow return in support of recent record, 
Receivers, which was radiant as a sunburst 
collapsing through black clouds (and like 
the cuddlier cousin of preceding record, 
Mapmaker).\Ne loved it. 
Dublin Crawdaddy (February 1 5), 
Glasgow Captain's Rest 
(1 6),Manchester Star And Garter (1 7), 
Sheffield Shakespeare (18), London 
Cargo (1 9), Brighton Prince Albert (20) 



young widows 

Plan B recommends Louisville, 
Kentucky's hard-touring Young 
Widows, who mine a rich seam 
of post-Jesus Lizard noise-rock, 
as collected on their recent 
Temporary Residence release 
Old Wounds. 

Brighton The Angel (February 18), 
Manchester Tiger Lounge (19), 
Glasgow Captain's Rest (20), Leeds 
Cockpit (21), Sheffield Corporation 
(22), Bristol The Croft (23), London 
Lexington (24) 



sky larkin 

Feisty Leeds sprogs rattle and crunch 
their way through debut album 
The Golden Spike. 
Bristol Louisiana (January 22), 
Cardiff Barfly (23), Nottingham 
Bodega (24), Glasgow KingTut's 
(26), Manchester Night And 
Day (27), Oxford The Bullingdon 
(28), London ICA (29), Brighton 
Audio (30), Leeds Brudenell Social 
Club (31) 

tunng with tinariwen 

The UK folk collective joined forces late 
last year with Tinariwen to produce 
an improvised, free-flowing set for 
BBC Radio 3's Late Junction. So pleased 
with the results were they that it was 
decided to take their collaborations to 
the masses in the flesh. For those eager 
to hear a sneak preview, the radio 
performance will be broadcast on 
March 18, coinciding with the tour's 
opening night. 

Bexhill De La Warr Pavilion (March 18), 
Leicester De Montfort Hall (19), 
Manchester Academy 3 (20), 
Edinburgh Picturehouse (21), Liverpool 
Philharmonic (22), Leeds Irish Centre 
(23), Bath Komedia (25), London Koko 
(26),ReadingTownHall(27), 
Birmingham Rainbow Warehouse (28) 

tubelord 

Kingston natives whose ethos is to get 
as royally wrecked as possible tear a 
few expensive holes in some floors 
near you. 

Brighton The Prince Alvert (January 6), 
London The Old Blue Last (7), 
Southampton Hampton's Bar (8), 
Leeds Royal Park Cellars (9), 
Birmingham Island (10) 

woodpigeon 

Unassuming tree-dwelling cousins of 
the common London grey (y'know, the 
ones that carry rabies). Don't be 
enamoured enough to chuck bread 
at them, though, 'cause your life will 
soon look like a Hitchcock disaster. 
When they open their beaks to chirrup, 
pretty folk music comes out - isn't 
that awesome? 
London ICA (February 25) 

zombie zombie 

Zombies arrrrrrrrrrrrrrggggghhh RUN ! And 
so forth. True to their kind, these Parisian two 
take delight in revealing your greatest fears 
(and turning them to sound-stone). 
Manchester Ruby Lounge (January 26), 
London Madame Jo Jo's (27) 
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1 00+ acts 5 indoor arenas 3 nights in a luxury holiday apartment tickets: £1 25 + £5 bf 

WWW D [B[L©©WiillCi[N][0) D ©© 

0870 803 1626 www.blocweekend.com/facebook www.blocweekend.com/myspace 




YOUNG WIDOWS 

(LOUISVILLE USA) 



FEB 6 Eifer Music Club FRANKFURT 

FEB 7 Nexus BRAUNSCHWEIG 

FEB 9 Bar Club BERLIN 

FEB 10 007 Klub PRAGUE 

FEB 11 Drieraum @ Arena VIENNA 

FEB 12 Durer-Kurt BUDAPEST 

FEB 13 Dauntaun Leoncavallo MILAN 

FEB 14 Baolard MONTPELIER 

FEB 15 Le Romadie LAUSANNE 

FEB 16 Le Sonic LYON 

FEB 17 Le Klub PARIS 

FEB 18 The Angel BRIGHTON 

FEB 19 Tiger Lounge MANCHESTER 

FEB 20 Captains Rest GLASGOW 

FEB 21 Cockpit LEEDS 

FEB 22 Corporation SHEFFIELD 

FEB 23 The Croft BRISTOL 

FEB 24 Lexington LONDON 

FEB 25 The Strip KORTNIJK 



mum 



EMERALDS & PAIN JERK UK TOUR 



20 JANUARY 

GLASGOW CCA 

Doors 0pm Tickete £5 
www.cca-gl-asgow com 

21 JANUARY 
EDINBURGH - HENRY'S 
CELLAR BAR 

Doors 6pm Tickois £5.7 
l!cKels@gri rtdsigh!oper*eye .oo.uk. 

23 JANUARY 
GATESHEAD - BALTIC 
CENTRE FOR 
CONTEMPORARY ART 

Doors 6pm Tickels £7 
www.foallicmill.com 

WWW.llofi.rjrg.uk 



2* JANUARY w. 1 Birds Of Delay 
LONDON - LUMINAIRE 

Doc 's 83m Tickels £8 

'25 JANUARY 

NOTTINGHAM - CHAMELEON 
Doors 8.30 Tickels £5 

27 JANUARY 
BRISTOL - THE CROFT 

DoDrsSpm Tickels £6/7 

■'28 JANUARY .-. ;.-.-.,.' Election 

LONDON - GROSUEN0R 

Doors- Spm Tickels £6 

Enrar-aWs or*r 

"Psm Jert only 
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PRESENTS 



RECORDS 





SILVERY 

THE DEBUT ALBUM 
'THUNDERER & EXCELSIOR' 

OUT NOW ON CD & DD BU042CD/DD 



A BBC 6MUSIC ALBUM OF THE DAY 



"A band to get rather excited about " C LASH 
very long time" ROCK'n'REEL 



"The potential to capture the imagination of a 
generation" CLASSIC ROCK 



Q 




BALTIC FLEET 

THE SELF-TITLED DEBUT ALBUM 
'BALTIC FLEET' 

OUT NOW ON CD & DD BU042CD/DD 



i I ess piece of instumental music that 
captures the spirit ofEno and NEU! 
One of our tips for the top in 2008 " 
ROUGH TRADE EAST 

"Bunnyn: fobahn - Sombre, 

Sigur Ros-like-post-rock, fuzzy bass grooves [and] 

energisii motorik" 

UNCUT 

"A thirteen-tr( Jong roads of 

ambient melodies, which is just as much a 

conceptual log as it is skin mthentic " 

CLASH 

"This is just a great album. 
Rather bea: 

THE ORGAN 

"Modern, po. >mbre pop that's both 

melodic and krautrocking" 

TIME OUT 



BLOW UP RECORDS LTD. 

PO BOX 4961 LONDON W1A 7ZX 
BLOWUPRECORDS.COM 



DISTRIBUTION BY 



EST. 1993 





MYSPACE.COM/BLOWUPRECS • MYSPACE.COM/BALTICFLEET • MYSPACE.COM/SILVERYTHEBAND 



ORGASMIC MOD SOUL 
Dnp NEW WAVE ACTION!! 

fUl- m«i- d|s paul Tunkin , i an Jackson & guests 

a new Saturday nigh, residency tro- S.turda, *«K J *"""»*" 9 

rr^ P BY SATURDAY at BAR RUMBA 
EVERY SATUK Avenue _ Soh W1 

^ DO I0pm-4am 

SPECIAL LIVE GUESTS 

2 SOUND SYSTEMS 

GUEST DJs 

LIGHTS & VISUALS 



don , forget Saturday 1^».^ 
LAST EVER BLOW UP AT THE METRO CLUB 



blowup.co.uk 
myspace.com/blowupclub 

faCebOOk grOUp: Blow Up Facebook Group 

facebook page: biowu p 
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David Thomas Eoi^hton 
3am flmidon 6 Doveman 
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DENGUE FEVER 

THURSDAY 1ffTH JUNE 

LONDON'S ALTERNATIVE LIVE MUSIC, CLUB AND ARTS VENUE 

TICKETWEB.CO.UK I 08700600100 

A Mean Fiddler presentation by arrangement with Primary Talent International 
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A Mean Fiddler presentation 
by arrangement with Primary Talent International 



TEDDY 

THOMPSON 



plus special guest 

TIFT MERRIT 




MON 19TH NOTTINGHAM RESCUE ROOMS 

08713100 000 

TUE 20TH CARDIFF GLEE CLUB 

0870 241 5093 

WED 21 ST EXETER PHOENIX 

01392 667 080 

THU 22ND BRIGHTON CONCORDE 

01273 673 311 

SAT 24TH NORWICH ARTS CENTRE 

01603 660352 

SUN 25TH YORK DUCHESS 

08700 600100 

MON 26TH STOCKTON ARC 

01642 525199 

THU 29TH ABERDEEN LEMON TREE 

01224 641122 

FRI 30TH EDINBURGH QUEENS HALL 

0844 847 2269 



SUN 1ST MANCHESTER ACADEMY 3 

01618321111 

MON 2ND SHEFFIELD MEMORIAL HALL 

0114 278 9789 

WED 4TH BRISTOL THELKA 

08713100 000 

THU 5TH CAMBRIDGE JUNCTION 

01223 511511 

SAT 7TH BIRMINGHAM TOWN HALL 

0121780 3333 

SUN 8TH DURHAM GALA 

0191332 4041 



THU12TH 

SHEPHERDS BUSH EMPIRE 

LONDON 08700 603 777 



t1UUI/ELLE5l/tlEIJE5-EUt1 





FRIBnV /i 

ie hcy nii£j 

ROJNDHOJSli f 

tickets \ 

08700 003 777 1 seetickets.com ^ 
www.roundhouse.org.uk } 

0871 220 0260 artistticket.com *-' 



Justin Townes Earle^3l 

Friday 23 January "x/ 
The Borderline I 



08700 603 777 
seetickets.com 



1 



■ A MEAN FIDDLER PRESENTATION ■ 



^66uA"i>o 







60 1 plan b 



art dukes 

Words: Nicola Meighan 
Illustration: John Cei Douglas 



Franz Ferdinand 

Tonight: Franz Ferdinand (Domino) 

"Open up your mind, let your fantasies unwind/ 
In this darkness which you know you cannot fight/ 
The darkness of the music of the night. . . " 

Let us overlook the fact that I just quoted Andrew 
Lloyd Webber from memory and turn our attentions 
instead to the sentiment, which has never been 
more decadently expressed than on this, the third 
dispatch from arch-dudes Franz Ferdinand. Long 
held as cocksure art-rock rakes who inspirited hips 
and hearts with their battery of adroit, razor-sharp 
party pop, the faintly vampiric Glasgow four piece 
here advance their mission to make girls drop their 
knickers and boys do the foxtrot (or something like 
that); but the nocturnal throb of their music is 
darker, their fetishes more penetrating, this time. 

While swaggering, angular brouhahas like 
'Lucid Dreams' and 'Turn It On' might allude to 
Franz being in characteristic fettle (jawboned 
guitars, knife-edge percussion, self-assured 
pop gratification), don't rest too easy: for betwixt 
theirtrademark dancefloor braggadocio, chemical 
degeneracy and midnight dissipation await myriad 
artistic thunderbolts - romanticism, reticence, quiet 
reflection, amorous candour, Seventies MOR. Jesus, 
it even kicks off like The Cure: the inaugural bars of 
opening epic (and ace current single) 'Ulysses' 
roll out like Smith et al circa 1 980. The Eighties pop 
nods further abound with a Pet Shop Boys 
hoe-down toward the demise of deadpan 
robo-anthem 'Can't Stop Feeling', and there 
are hip-hop flirtations all over the shop, not 
least amid the pummelling groove of 'What 
She Came For' which avidly philanders with 
Tupac's 'California Love'. 

It's the Seventies, however, to which Tonight: 
Franz Ferdinand is truly in thrall, yet the erstwhile 
legacies of punk, post-punk and new wave are 
floored by curveballs at every turn: we're talking 
glitterball disco ('Live Alone'), rock opera histrionics 
('Twilight Omens'), bell-bottomed balladry ('Dream 
Again') and prog-rock riffage ('Send Him Away'). 



We're talking R&B, The Sweet, The Osmonds, 
Chicago, 1 0CC, T Rex, Donna Summer, the works. 

And it works. Thematically, the album's abuzz 
with hedonistic reverie and hip nostalgia, but it's 
also uncommonly demure on occasion. Whereas 
once our gaggle's blow job allusions were sprayed 
with a flick of the hips and the wink of an eye 
(see "I blew him before ya" from 2005's 'Do You 
Want To'), they're now issued in nigh-on Victorian 
h ushes: "Kiss me where your eyes won 't meet me, " 
Alex Kapranos gently adjures in 'No You Girls'. It's 
a f unk-lubed saunter whose hot-dogging fable of 
female conquest is reinterpreted, or truly revealed, 
in its partner track, the album's swansong (and 
heart-bearing serenade), 'Katherine Kiss Me'. 

Fear not, though: Franz may toy with 
down-tempo introspection, but they've lost little 
of their edge. Their action-packed titular brevity 

A f unk-lubed 
saunter 

continues apace ('Turn It On', 'Bite Hard', 'No You 
Girls'), and with it rages a high-charged tension that 
fires up the aural wig-outs and woe-betides. 'Bite 
Hard' might come on like a languid piano croon, 
but that only serves to heighten the thrill when its 
exhilarant hit takes hold (I can only assume -and 
fervently hope - that said title does not relate 
to fellatio). Their penchant for sardonic social 
critiques also accelerates: "Where do you see 
yourself in five minutes' time?" Kapranos lampoons 
on 'What She Came For'. They still ring bewitching, 
amusing, and true. Franz Ferdinand continue to 
reign across 2 1 st Century after-hours pop: they 
invoke and embody our Gods and monsters, 
fantasies and paranoias, highs and lows. They 
keep us glued to our headphones, wired to the 
dancefloor, hounding euphoria, recoiled from the 
light. This, of course, should come as little surprise. 
For, and as Lord Webber will testify, this is the power 
of the music of the night. 
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future blueprints 

Words: Robin Wilks 

Illustration: Overture 

Plan B's dance maestro melts you thru 
timeframes and leaves you swooning in the 
next (new) year 



Telefon Tel Aviv: Immolate Yourself (Bpitch Control) 

Rebotini: Music Components (Process) 

Mr Oizo: Lamb's Anger (Ed Banger) 

Andrea Parker: Nobody's Perfect III (Touch in' Bass) 

Various: B1 2 Records Archive Volume II (B12) 

Sideshow: Admit One (Aus) 

Sven Vath: The Sound Of The Ninth Season (Cocoon) 

Tadeo: Contacto (Net28) 

In the traditional year-round round-ups this time 
'round, there was an awful lot of whingeing from 
dance music journalists about the scene they call 
their own. From one angle, you can see why: in a 
field of music that is a constant source of new ideas 
and fresh genres, it might seem deflating to have 
seen a year go by where there were no obvious 
trends pointing towards The Future Of Dance Music. 

But 'mellow' years like 2008 come along once 
in a while. The few years that preceded it saw a 
huge amalgam of house and techno producers 
from previously apposite spheres converging 
beneath the now-widely-disdained umbrella 
of 'minimal'; and since then there's been a gradual 
process of individuals distancing themselves from 
it and carving their own niches in the fallout. 
Despite all the hand-wringing about what the 
future might hold, there were a lot of great 
dance records released in 2008, drawing from 
all sorts of influences. Perhaps not all of these 
were groundbreaking - but progress in music 
sometimes happens more slowly and subtly than 
you might expect. In the meantime, though, 
why not enjoy great music on its own terms, 
rather than moaning on about the loss of some 
Grand Narrative? 



Talking of which, January is looking 
fabulously rich. Chicago duo Telefon Tel 
Aviv are gratifyingly difficult to pin 
down, each successive disc introducing a 
new sonic palette. Immolate Yourself \s a 
great leap forward in my book; it's less 
IDM-crankyand more triumphantly 
poppy than previous tracks, but with 
brilliantly subtle and unique production 
that calls to mind all the best elements of 
Disco Inferno and early Factory Records 
releases; or perhaps a moody, lo-fi cousin 
to Luomo's Convivial. 

As one half of Black Strobe, Arnaud 
Rebotini's solo debut Music 
Components is supposedly a move 
towards 'real' instruments and 'organic' 



Languorous, lazy and 
soothing 



sounds. In reality, it sounds very much like you'd 
expect one half of Black Strobe to sound; but it's 
also way more consistent in quality, and devoid of 
the corny, quasi-goth vocals. 

Fellow Frenchman Mr Oizo is back. I've 
made no secret of my distaste for Ed Banger's 
zero-subtlety sound, but Oizo is a special case, 
a true original. And while the aesthetic of Lambs 
Anger does lean towards that sledgehammer 
indie-dance demographic, there's enough restless 
originality and experimentation here to make this an 
interesting and fun listen throughout. 

Another figure who's nurtured her own 
unconventional approach over the years is producer, 
DJ and label boss Andrea Parker. Her latest mix, 
Nobody's Perfect III, is another round-up of new 
material on the label and a collection of deliciously 



dark electro tunes, artists such as Clatterbox and 
Scarletron bringing a fresh degree of evilness to 
proceedings. Speaking of dark and twisted, I'd 
highly recommend the ongoing series of re-releases 
from B1 2 as an invigorating insight into the early 
Nineties electronic scene. The latest instalment, B12 
Records Archive Volume II, is a reminder of a font 
of originality, passion and talent around which the 
original Warp sound grew. 

Producer Fin Greenall switched over from Ninja 
Tune-style, jazzy-hop snoozery two years ago to 
produce an excellent, laid back house mini album as 
Sideshow (bolstered with a faultless collection of 
remixes). W\s new LP, Admit One, is more downbeat, 
sticking to languorous, lazy and soothing dubby 
grooves. The highlight is probably the immaculately 
produced guitar-pop opener 'Television', featuring 
Cortney Tidwell on vocals. The rest is lovely, but also 
kind of forgettable. 

Sven Vath's The Sound Of The Ninth Season 
has already come in for predictable criticisms, most 
of them misdirected. This series sets out to chronicle 
the previous summer's biggest Cocoon tunes (which 
accounts for the lack of brand new sounds) and 
works as a sort of annual compendium of minimal 
bangers. Vath's mixing is pretty functional, but his 
aim here (as I see it) is to show off up-and-coming 
producers' talent without too much intervention. 
The high points are mighty (Dubfire's 'Radio Slave' 
remix; the Cirez D mix of Smith And Selway's 'Total 
Departure'; Prins Thomas' 'miks' of Luke Solomon) 
but there's an unwelcome meandering towards 
more mainstream fare (Sasha, Timo Maas) and 
ultimately the tunes just aren't as good as last year's. 

I've left January's highlight 'til last. Spanish 
producer Tadeo's Contacto is a beautiful record, all 
space and drama and magic. It has a trancey feel, 
but avoids the deathly tired cliches that the genre 
often embodies today and is accomplished with a 
clear understanding of the best aspects of dubby 
techno and house. Inspired by the producer's love 
of cosmology, Contacto is epic and emotional - a 
counter-example to all those who'll say that dance 
music in 2009 is devoid of inspiration and soul. 
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rocket man 

Words: Emily Bick 
Illustration: Marcus Oakley 

Alexis Taylor 

Rubbed Out (Treader) 

Oh wow. The title is way too modest, mainly 
because it's not about rubbing out but filling 
in -finding seams of connection between 
things and linking the unlinkable. And it's not 
about detecting the gaps where irony can lurk, 
but bridging them. Rubbed Out is recorded in 
the vein of Paul McCartney's McCartney II album: 
songs snatched from recording sessions at home 
and goofball synthesiser experiments written when 
McCartney was at his peak of through-being-cool. 
Taylor's been pushing Hot Chip toward a hipster 
detente with their last two records, so this is 
a welcome move. He's put together these solo 
songs on the road, at home, wherever. 

This McCartney is also the same guy who 
recorded 'Check My Machine', a rare B-side 
from the McCartney II era. I'd wager Taylor's 
aware of it, since it's a track that starts off with 
the same spare, spaced-out, hi-hat skitter and 
chug that drives a lot of Hot Chip's cooler grooves; 
then, it morphs into the missing link between 
Stevie Wonder and Scritti Politti. The final 
track here, The Big Drums Of Chwodes', is 
another extended, atmospheric, twitch-drum 



ride, probably recorded in a similar moment of 
studio play. There's even a cover of McCartney, in 
the shape of 'Coming Up'. The original is a hooky, 
post-Chic song that sounds like a cross between 
the Can of 'I Want More' and coked-up AM radio 
sunshine. Taylor spins it into something slow, 
lugubrious, and unfortunately, a bit limp. Still, I can 
see why Taylor chose to play it this way, because 
sometimes Hot Chip can sound not just deadpan, 
but arch - and archness is something this 
record laudably veers away from. 

That said, there's an awkward moment in 
the song 'Baby', with its lyrics "Baby war is 

The more he learns, 
the more he loves 

wrong". Well, duh - what's this meant to say? 
It sounds great, bouncing like Scritti, but the 
lyrics grate like one of John Lennon's bloodless 
protest wankeries. But anyway, 'Baby' and 
'Coming Up' only fail where they are too 
affectionate, and there's nothing wrong with 
that. It's like Taylor's setting up a battle between 
Lennonand McCartney for this album's soul, 
and who wins? Green Gartside, or Trevor 
fucking Horn! 

Rubbed Out, too, is as much Buggies as it 
is post-Beatles, and it's all the better for it. 
Songs like 'I'm Not A Robber' echo the sheen 



of Ballard's Vermillion Sands. Synths sound 
like synclaviers strung out along a void at 
precise intervals; songs swing from icy pins. 
The filtered, harmonium dirge-wheeze (on 
'Fireworks' and the excellent 'Plastic Man', 
which plays on 'Nowhere Man' and 'Across 
The Universe') gives way to warm, almost smile- 
inflected vocals ('Collector's Item', which glows 
with McCartney's enthusiasm). It's like the 'home' 
that Taylor is recording in is both dwelling and 
studio, and why not? Songcraft and studiocraft 
are not oppositional in the Taylorverse. 

Taylor's not just a pop nerd, he's a pop 
academic. His longstanding press release myth 
has him shaking his booty to Prince's 1999 
when he was seven, before falling in love with the 
funky and the bleepy, the songs that get brains 
quivering on the dancefloor beneath mirrorballs 
and strobes. Unlike most people who fall in love 
with a kind of pop and stop there, Taylor goes 
further and gets into its guts, figures out what he 
loves, takes it apart to see how it works and 
jumbles the pieces, remixing everyone and 
collaborating with everyone else - not unlike a 
hyper-prolific visiting scholar. Taylor succeeds in 
knowing his stuff-and the more he learns, it 
seems, the more he loves. He draws conclusions 
from connections that only work as songs because 
you can dance to them. Good theory equals good 
praxis; it's no either/or. 



Cover Story (Slanty Shanty) 

Having originally emanated from The Smell 
a couple of years ago, Anavan don't sound 
a great deal like their LA peers (come to think 
of it, most of those don't sound like 
each other, but you know what I'm 
saying, approximately). 

This is probably not because they're from 
Alaska, but they arefrom Alaska and I like 
repeating that fact (and so do they). I mean, 
who doesn't like the idea of three fiends 
making camp'n'schlocky dance music in 



some awful basement as the snow comes 
down in skyfuls outside? They're equally hot 
for disco pulse and ludicrous rock 
melodynamics. They specialise in notes 
from a hypersaturated colour spectrum 
including lime green, hot magenta and 
school bus yellow (as their eye-popping 
album sleeve, also, will testify). They're 
sometimes languid, often bug-eyed and 
bouncy. They would probably make a 
synaesthesiac puke in their mouth and think, 
"Hmm...C sharp...' 
kicking_k 



Andrew Bird 



Noble Beast (Bella Union) 

The topography of Andrew Bird's music is 
so thrilling that I want to slow-pan across it 
with a camera and soundtrack it with itself. 
The dramatic landscape of Armchair 
Apocrypha has crumbled, the contour 
lines melted apart; there are fewer of its 
mountainous guitar crashes here on Noble 
Beast, with more fertile plains for the 
prettiest little plucked hooks you've ever 
heard. The very first listen to 'Tenuousness' 
shows that Bird has songcraft down to a 



floridT by now; the whistle-wash comes out 
of the pizzicato comes out of the hush-hush 
percussion, natural as a fractal. Rhythmically, 
he's never been better. Melodically, lyrically, 
well, he's already some kind of black belt. 
So he muddles on, all sprig-haired and 
virtuosic, with songs like 'Anonanimal' 
grazing that roof level of melodic beauty 
over and over, like a helium balloon. He sings 
about "orchestrating plays/In vestments of 
translucent alabaster" ('Masterswarm') and 
we just blink in thrall. 
Meryl Trussler 
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RYE WOLVES 

'Oceans of...' CD 
Total heaviosity from 
Portland, blends math, 

prog, doom and 

psychedelic metal on 

awesome debut. Deluxe 

vinyl soon! 



JOURNEY TO IXTLAN 

CD now, 2LP soon 
New Age Doom & 
Occult Desert Rock! 
Debut opus from this 
mysterious & anony- 
mous underground 
Californian cult. 



ROSE KEMP 

'Unholy Majesty' LP 
Deluxe vinyl edition 

of the bewitching new 

album. Doomed folk 

heavier than death! 

Catch Rose live at 

Roadburn festival 2009! 






BLOOD OF THE BLACK BURIAL HEX 

OWL CD/2LP 

'A Feral Spirit' 2LP Astral industrial & 

Earth metal. Antidote to horror electronics from 

the modern world. Wisconsin. 



SILVESTER ANFANG 

'Kosmies...' CD 

Pagan Belgo-psych... 

New double album » 

2009! 



MEW 

FOR 20" 



FAl 

Fauna hail from the Cascadian Pacific North- 
west, blending raw hypnotic Black Metal with 
nature ritual and an explicitly anti-material 
deep ecology stance. Apocalyptic atavism. 
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L'ACEPHALE 

'Malefeasance' 2LP/2CD 

Mind altering new works 

from this enigmatic US 

cult. Noise, ambient, 

il and BM collide. 



'Voices from Thelema' CD 

Occult Thelemic 

electronics project 

recorded in Cefalu from 

artist Pietro Riparbelli 



DISTRIBUTED BY SOUTHERN WWW.SOUTHERN.NET 



visit WWW.AURORA-B.COM 

FOR FULL CATALOGUE, MAILORDER, DISTRO, SAMPLES AND MORE 
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insane beats 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 
Illustration: Jussi Brightmore 

Plan B's most virulent scribe seriously loses his shit 
for your listening benefit. Feel, urn, flattered 
(and call the emergency services) 



Bashy: Bashy.com (GGI/Rags 2 Richez) 

DJ Premier: Time 4 Change (Year Round) 

Cobane: FYI (Hip-Hop Village) 

StatikSelektah: Stick To The Script (Brick) 

Prodigy: Product Of The Eighties (Dirt Class) 

Black Britanyaa: The Windrush Volume II (Abduction Entertainment) 

Craig G and Marley Marl: Operation:Take Back Hip-Hop (Good Hands) 

The Ritz: The Night Of Day (Lab-Oratory) 

Jake One: White Van Music (Rhymesayers) 

Black Milk: Caltroit (Music Control) 

Elzhi: The Preface (Fat Beats) 

East Coast Avengers: Prison Planet (Brick) 

Sir Smurf Lil: A New Bloodline (YNR) 



The dreams didn't come last night so I can go out. 
Yeah, my handlers have given me a job to help with 
my rehabilitation into society. Every morning I strap 
on my mandatory Perspex muzzle (as captured so 
effectively in pastels by the court artist, remember?), 
weave and roll my handcart through the pigeons 
and sleeping bags and Styrofoam to my corner 
of the out-of-town leisure plaza and try selling my 
shit. Damen und herren und kinder der boom der 
bap der boombap, roll up roll up, much hip-hop 
cheapness: on the mixtape front, don't miss Bashy's 
Bashy.com LP for ample proof this man should be 
bigger than Kano or Dizz, DJ Premier's Time 4 
Change for some refreshingly freeflowing freestyles 
and typically twisted beats, Cobane's dazzling F.Y.I. 
for some ace Jehst and Conspicuous verbals and 
please buy one won't you please, please buy one? 
My children, my mice and rats and woodlice... how 
will they eat? How will I drink? No, this isn't White 
Star cider. I'm just using the bottle. It's full of health 
juice from my handlers. They handle everything. 



They say if I do my job good 
on my birthday they might 
loosen the straps. I love them. 

Albums? Yeah I got 
albums, a lotto get through, 
but here's what I'm doing 
todayjustforyou: not one, 
not two, but three for a 
pound yr hip-hop albums, 
hip-hop albums three for a 
pound, you won't find finer. 
StatikSelektah's5f/c/c2 
The Script is just ravishing: 
M.O.P And Jadakiss are just 
the highlight cameosamid 
a steely, sure-minded flow 
of stunning musicfrom 



I love it 'cos it makes 
me feel nearly dead 



Boston's SS. The currently incarcerated scarface 
Prodigy gives up Product Of The Eighties and the 
monomaniacal pristine filth of the production seals 
it as something you're gonna have to deal with soon 
(the similar monomania of The P Brothers' The Gas 
might just suffocate you, I love it 'cos it makes me 
feel nearly dead), while an equally revealing line in 
revisionism can be found on Black Britanyaa's The 
Windrush Volume II. 

Craig G and Marley Marl's Operation: Take 
Back Hip-Hop is hysterically funny, hypnotically 
heavy and resolutely out-of-touch with anything 
so hideous as the present. Like I say, three for a 
pound, your hip-hop albums.We will beat anyone 
for price and remember: if I'm notsmiling inanely 
when I hand you your bag, you get it for free, you 
fuck. Sorry, sorry, my handlers will deny me ice 



cream if I use swears. Don't tell them. I will hear you. 
I can distance lip-read down a fifty-foot corridor. 

These over here? Those are my special selection. 
No, they're not for sale. My special pebbles, magic. 
Don't touch them. Don't touch The Ritz' The Night 
Of Day. It's the best white boy hip-hop since 3rd 
Bass. Looney Forties noir samples in full effect. 
Dumb-assed funny rhymes. Party beats. Hugely 
over-vaunting ambition, but ambition at least. No. 
You can't listen to it. Get off it. Put that down, you 
double agent. You've made me spill my health juice. 

No, they're not for customers either. That's 
Jake One's frankly staggering White Van Music 
and Black Milk's Caltroit (forget the more 
offishal Tronic o<pus, it sucks). Oh, and Elzhi's 
The Preface and East Coast Avengers' Prison 
Planet. They be all awesome fat rugged, freshly 
re-politicised genius from the best of the US 
underground, and they be too good for normals 
like you. Put them down. I'm packing up now. 
You've seen too much of my special. 

What am / listening to? I've left Sir Smurf Lil's 
A New Bloodline on in my hospital room and 
it's coming in on my rear molars right now. 
It doesn't stop being inventive and creative 
and compelling and dark as the nightmares and 
memories that my tablets push out of my mental. 
The production from LG, Apa Tight and Jehst is 
some of the weirdest, wickedest thump'n'grind 
that UK rap has ever produced. I think it is the 
hip-hop album of the year bar none, and Q-Tip 
can go fuck himself in the colour supplements 
and I don't like ice cream anyway. No, you can't 
have it. I might be stupid but I'm not clever. Sir 
Smurf is the most important voice in England 
right now. He won't win a prize, though, so you 
won't care about him. Yeah, whatever, you 
couldn't care less, why don't you just go to HMV 
now 'cos it's time to push my cart back to the 
loading bay behind the hostel anyway now OK, OK 
podnuh? I'll be back tomorrow with more, and 
tomorrow I'm going to be wearing my special hat. 
Then we'll see if you're Mr Clever. Unless something 
happens. Unless the dreams come. 



66 1 plan b 



albums 




night watchman 

Words: George Taylor 

Illustration: Anna Higgie 

Antony And The Johnsons 

The Crying Light (Rough Trade) 

"/ am busying myself with a process of distancing 
myself from you and others and my environment 
in order to know what I feel and what I can find" - 
- David Wojnarowicz, Close To The Knives: 
A Memoir Of Disintegration (1 991 ) 

Antony Hegarty has found what he has been 
looking for since the release of 2005's I Am A 
Bird Now -as a transgender person closing 
himself off from a predetermined world 
of heteronormative gender boundaries, he 
sang, back then, of transformation, and 
explored the existence of being neither one nor 
the other. His voice is a wonder - at once brave 
and gentle, confident but humble, it's elemental, 
as in nature's spirit. It brought him awards and 
fame, travel and collaborations. An acceleration 
of experience. 

With The Crying Light, Antony's come back 
to us with a celebration of the natural world and 
a lament to its imagined passing. Before man 
and woman, there were rocks and trees. Before 
Proposition 8, there were mountains, immovable. 



The other side is just a mirror: progress is made not 
by passing through but by turning back around. 
If Antony's voice and piano have always been 
the constant source of The Johnsons' sound, 
on The Crying Lightthat responsibility lies with 
the power of 27-year-old composer Nico Muhly's 
arrangements. He, like Antony, has previously 
worked with Bjork- something that perhaps helps 
The Crying Light achieve its unification of the 
magical with the earthly (Hegarty has said that 
Muhly "paints the sky with his work"). These 
arrangements can be skeletal (such as the bare 

Before man and 
woman, there were 
rocks and trees 

electric guitar of 'Aeon') or melodramatic (the 
Fifties Technicolor of 'Everglade') and they 
contain as much symbolism and metaphor 
as titanic works like Scott Walker's The Drift. 
'Another World', already released on last year's 
same-titled EP, is a slowly gorgeous warning to 
the world concerning the destruction of resources. 
"I need another world/This one's nearly gone, "he 
sings, very much alone at his piano, while distant 
flute tones suggest warning bells, dying animals 
and the wind. 



Sparser still is 'Dust And Water'. Hegarty 
intones these words softly, mutating the vowels 
through all their possible permutations, a hymn 
of skin and spit in which his vocal echoes around 
a space suggestive of a church or sacred chamber. 
He's accompanied only by a low, held note from 
the strings. Intimacy, closeness. 'Epilepsy Is 
Dancing' revisits the same damaged splendour 
of 'Cripple And The Starfish' (from his self-titled 
debut), the opening waltz spreading out into 
dizzying waves. "Cut me in quadrilles, " pleas 
Antony, "leave me in the corner/Oh, now its 
passing/Oh, now I'm dancing". The effect is 
devastating, as is the moment in 'Aeon' when he 
shouts his adoration for "the man I love so much" , 
an electric guitar abandoning plucked notes for 
choppy chords - almost cliched, almost heaven. 

The Crying Light casts Antony in a solitary glow; 
the cast and characters of the previous two albums 
are now gone. It carries a dedication to Kazuo 
Ohno, 1 02 years old, the founder of a school of 
Butoh dancing whose slow, deliberate movements 
show death at work, the ghost inside the living 
body. Hegarty has spoken of his wish for the elderly 
to listen to his music, of his desire to be a voice for 
those who embody time and history. It's perhaps 
because of this that The Crying Light manages 
to be entirely outside of fashion, but as relevant 
to existence as the dusk. Or the dawn. 



Black Carrot 



DrinkThe Black Forest (Tin Angel) 

You're sat there late at night after everybody 
else has left; bar your musician friends, 
that is, who're getting stuck into the last 
of the schnapps. Talk turns to fantasy 
bands. You want to know why no one's 
thought to put together MinorThreat, 
Michael Nyman, Daniel Johnston and 
X-Ray Spex. But then, years later, someone 
does it; and you think, 'Christ, why have 
they done that?' Or it turns out that 
someone did it ages ago, and there's a good 
reason why you've never heard the results. 



Well, anyway, this is one of those kinds 
of records; but it's pretty good, instead 
of just being bewildering. There's a big 
Beefheart-ian vibe to this, as well as 
nods to Miles Davis and Lalo Schifrin. 
And Nomeansno, andTom Waits! And 
Neu! And The Fall! And Vic Reeves! 
But, instead of being really, really annoying 
(like a big list of influences always is), 
Black Carrot are funny, organic, sexy 
and funky- like a night down a wicked 
pub. Which, funnily enough, is where you 
can see them playing. 
John Doran 



Black Sheep Wall 



I Am God Songs (Shelsmusic) 

These Los Angeles doom-mongers are 
named after the cheat code in some console 
game named Starcraft, apparently- which 
is, I suppose, better than naming yourself 
after a child killer or something to do 
with concentration camps. 

Said mongers mong a sludge of 
treacly, down-tuned doom; each song 
reaches epic proportions, with it never 
being immediately apparent when one has 
ended and another has begun. I Am God 
Songs has the attention to heavy detail 



that only the autistic, the pot-addled 
or terminally depressed can 
muster, treading as it does in the 
footsteps of Will Haven, Neurosis and 
The Red Chord. I think it would be wrong 
to call this music ugly in anyway, though, 
and there certainly aren't the kind of 
cancerous vibes present that you'd get 
from the likes of Pig Destroyer; it's more 
akin to the expansive, lovely grind of 
Baroness. Which is pretty odd, 
considering this lot are a bunch of 
self-confessed nihilists. 
John Doran 
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new time traditions 

Words: Daniel Spicer 

Paintings: Arrington De Dionyso 

Photo: Lucy Greene 

Arrington De Dionyso 

I See Beyond The Black Sun (K) 

Through his work as vocalist/guitarist with saloon 
bar punks Old Time Relijun, Arrington de Dionyso 
has done little to dispel the image of himself as a 
Captain Beefheart-obsessedfanboy. Not only does 
the band take its name from a Beef heart lyric but 
de Dionyso has also cultivated that hysterical 
blues-blood howl; he even occasionally throws 
a pungent, primitive bass clarinet into the mix, 
recalling Beefheart's own genius-na'ff sax work on 
Trout Mask Replica. But his solo work has revealed 
another obsession: himself. Or, rather, the 
limits and potentialities of his own physical form as 
sound maker. Picking up from the brief vignettes of 
his solo debut, 2006's Breath Of Fire, this latest is a 
suite of longer, more sculpted solo improvisations, 
all using just two basic sound sources: bass 
clarinet and voice. Lately, it's become fashionable 
for musicians coming out of rock or noise to pick 
up a reed instrument and skronk their untutored 



wayward guts out. Often, it sounds like an evening 
spent listening to Albert Ayler's ragged-sounding 
but deceptively sophisticated conception of jazz 
has prompted the sudden realisation, "Holy fuck, 
/could do that!" Asa result, through groups like 
Tight Meat and Graveyards, we get a whole new 
sound: the non-virtuoso, post-free jazz, DIYfire 
music; a music where -just as in punk's original 
incarnation - an abundance of energy and attitude 
makes up for a lack of technical skills. 

But, on the strength of these improvisations, 

Old as the moon, 
dark as the night 

it seems de Dionyso can really play. His 
extemporisations on tracks like 'AION' bring in 
controlled, multiphonic overblowing, fleeting 
altissimo flurries, tremulous trills and stutters - all 
of which reveal not only a fertile artistic vision, but 
also the degree of instrumental skill needed to 
back it up. Yet this resists being simply a solo jazz 
record, largely because of the other weapon in de 
Dionyso's armoury: that voice. At least half of the 
album is given over to a determined investigation 
of throat-singing - an extended vocal technique 



that's normally associated with Tuvan herders but is 
found all over the world; it's already made its way 
into improv circles thanks to pioneers like veteran 
Scottish drummer and vocalist Ken Hyder. But 
even if you've heard it before, to most Western 
ears it's still a ravishingly alien sound: deep, 
guttural, trance-inducing and overpoweringly 
physical -the sound of internal spaces opening up, 
of bodily resonances. On the 1 8-minute campfire 
improvisation, 'Les Grenouilles de Cherbourg', 
a thick cacophony of frogs and crickets emphasises 
just how much of an ancient, aboriginal sound it 
is: old as the moon, dark as the night, a gateway 
for moaning spirits summoned from within. 

But, if these experiments are weirdly affecting, 
it probably has less to do with any vestigial 
prehistoric overmind than with memories of 
our own childhoods, of bored afternoons spent 
playing with our voices- humming through the 
nose and feeling it tickle the inside of the skull, 
slowing down a groan until it becomes a single 
click of the voicebox, burbling out of the corners 
of the mouth in delirious silliness. Essentially, de 
Dionyso's vocals are the logical conclusion of that 
blissful childish discovery and unselfconscious 
mucking about. 



Blood Moon 



The Birth Of Tragedy (Womb) 

How to put it? Blood Moon are one of 
those bands who are almost really quite 
good. This, the first full CD release from 
the Mancunian improv duo, is quite excellent 
in principle: a loud, raucous, continuous 
duel variously deploying guitar, drums, 
sax, heavily-processed piano, electronics 
and FX pedal-fuckery, moving gradually 
from punk-improv of the Flower Corsano 
variety to the cavernous psychedelic rituals 
of, say, Ben Nash. The performances 
are, perhaps, overlong (around 20 minutes 
of processed moaning could have been 
cut); there are long portions of one-idea 
jamming that can't really hold the interest, 



and the increasing stagnation of 'noise' 
into collections of sub-generic tropes 
is pretty evident. But, least excusably, 
they're just lacking that certain spark, 
that necessity, that edge, which makes 
good noise. These guys aregood, but all 
they can do is remind you of those who 
do it better - and there are plenty of those 
others to listen to. 
Daniel Barrow 



John Butcher 



Resonant Spaces (Confront) 

In June 2006, British saxophonist 
John Butcher very much hit the road 
less travelled. Beneath the auspices of 
Arika, a modern arts organisation devoted 



to bringing the more out-there elements 
of sound art to the masses, Butcher 
conducted a tour in Scotland and 
Orkney of locations bestowed with 
extreme acoustic properties. These 
included a disused oil tank in Hoy, the 
underground Smoo Cave in Durness and 
Orkney's Standing Stones of Stenness as 
well as a reservoir and an ice house originall 
used to store fish. Butcher simply set up 
and played to whatever audience had 
gathered in these sometimes remote 
spots, reacting to and improvising with 
the sonic resonance thrown up inside the 
space. Playing both tenor and soprano 
sax- and, at times, simply using feedback 
to create an audio impression of a physical 



space -these are recordings of tremendous 
atmosphere and eerie beauty, the sound 
of empty spaces where little human life 
now treads. 
Euan Andrews 



Chops/Helhesten 



Untitled (Upset The Rhythm) 

This one's easy: there's no going wrong, 
because there aren't any words that don't 
fit in a Chops review and because 
there aren't any sounds that don't fit in 
a Chops record. Caution: we may have 
exceeded our hyperbole allowance for 
the week. Sherbet dip-dabs, Ladybird 
books, Delia Derbyshire jacked up on E. 
Caustic nonsense reigns supreme; ice 
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cream headaches, pause for breath. 
Rollercoaster accident, bird on a wire; 
thankyou sir, I'll leave the sugar and 
slice the horror movies up with razors 
instead. That 'sthe kind of album this is. 
Or, at least, that's the kind of album it is 
until the final track which comes courtesy 
of Helhesten, who take you for a gentle 
walk through a dark cellar and out into the 
cold night, dragging bows awkwardly 
across strings and straws while they're at 
it. Nineteen minutes of scaremongering 
later and you're ready to head straight 
back to Top Of The Chops. 
Hayley Avron 

in the studio: chops 

We recorded: "Among the August 
sunshine at No Recording Studio, in 
the countryside near Southend-On-Sea, 
with John Hannon at the helm. He was 
totally awesome." 

We watched: " Mothers and daughters 
mucking out horses in the stables next door." 
We listened to: " Four hours of classic 
episodes of Just A Minute." 
We regretted: "That we could not observe 
the silk-smooth assurance of our top civil 
servants as they parried questions about the 
intricacies of their craft." 
We missed: "A bus, and it started raining 
and it was a stop that didn't have a shelter 
so we walked to the next stop, but the 
next bus passed us even though we ran 
for it, and then we stood in the sheltered 
bus stop, which gave our damp clothes 
some time to dry because the electronic 
timetable said we had 1 5 minutes to wait, 
but when the time came, there was no bus, 
and after another 1 minutes we got a bit 
impatient and walked to the next stop, and 
the same thing happened, the bus passed 
us and we got close this time and waved 
to the driver, who paused, giving us a 
glimpse of hope, but then the bus pulled 
off. However, the timetable said the next 
bus was in only five minutes, and, lo 
and behold, the bus arrived, but then 
there was loads of traffic and the journey 
took ages, and we knew that the stop 
was still a fair walk from where we were 
headed, and then when we turned the 
corner we saw that the building was shut, 
because it was a Tuesday." 
We proudly: "Had no idea of what 
we'd play." 

We mistakenly: "Made quite a 
coherent record." 

We ate: " Dom's birthday cake, and 
afterwards, Moz's mum, Shirley, prepared 
us a huge midnight buffet." 
We drank: " Moz likes his tea white, no 
sugar, and his motto is 'little and often'. Dom 
and Leon like their coffee long and strong; 
the palpitations give our tempo changes a 
more natural feel." 
(Dom Chinchilla) 



Gutter Tactics (Ipecac) 

The only notional link could be the 
pre-Run-DMC denim uniforms of East 
Coast hip-hop's formative days, but 
porn-guzzling Levi's lovers Status Quo 
would also justifiably hold affinity with 
Dalek's steadfast formula. Five LPs deep, 
the New Jersey duo arrived aeons ahead 
of current love for future hip-hop; in an 
accidental effort to allow the world to play 
catch up, Dalek haven't advanced their 



game significantly since 2002's benchmark 
From Filthy Tongue Of Gods And G riots. 
Half-filled with enigmatic dates for song 
titles, the mood of Gutter Tactics is one 
of introspection, with MC Dalek's lyrical 
theorising a deal more whacked out than 
previously, not least on standout headtrips 
'Blake 1 ' and 'May 8'. Yet the beats remain 
the same-and, while naming more than 
a handful of worthy peers is still 
nigh on impossible, you're left begging 
for Dalek's darkly noise-influenced 
soundscapes of yore to truly grab you by 
the throat once more. 
Adam Anonymous 



Death Sentence: Panda! 



Insects Awaken (Upset The Rhythm) 

San Francisco skronktrio Death Sentence: 
Panda! return from (one imagines) an island 
retreat - part fortress, part paradise - with 
their chaotic punk exotica refined 
into something approaching hornet-like 
precision. The band's instrumentation 
has always been their greatest strength, 
with bass and guitar replaced by Paul 
Costuros' distorted, brutal clarinet/sax 
and Kim West's ululating flute, crying out 
between Chris Dixon's thunked drums and 
West's bird-high, folk-influenced chants. 
It's not only unfamiliar but also deeply 
effective, pulling the power on hardcore's 
traditional rock lineups and relocating 
the genre to a post-apocalyptic tropical 
landscape where DIY music means 
rebuilding, acoustically, from the 
ground up. Stop-start-bang-clashers like 
'Reform' could belong on previous Upset 
The Rhythm releases Puppy, Kitty Or Both 
and the creeped-out Festival Of Ghosts, but 
the most interesting tracks - augmented by 
one-handed piano, hypnotic layering and 
analogue bubbles-indicate an awareness 
that any minimal set-up can become a 
restriction. It's testament to Death Sentence: 
Panda ! 's environmentalist chops, perhaps, 
that they manage here to develop their 
signature sound without squishing it, 
and 'Terrible Way' and the album's 
final 'secret' track groove like 23 Skidoo's 
ghost-funk, albeit a lot shorter. 
Frances Morgan 



Decent Work For Decent Pay: 
Collected Works Volume I (Big Dada) 

The problem with being incredibly voguish 
is that you age twice as quickly as normal. 
Thomas Wesley Pentz - toast of 2004, 
stepfather of baile funk, lover of dinosaurs 
(hence the docus-less alter ego) - makes 
deck-composed bangers and remixes 
pumped with adrenaline. They're carefully 
compiled here, but rarely sound like 
anything other than yesterday's news. 
Jittery bleepathon 'Newsflash' opens 
the collection, and, despite its multiple 
re-workings, it still stands out as his 
seminal song. Restless beats propel Sandra 
Melody's wide-eyed rhymes, and the implied 
danger is rare for Diplo's hedonistic music. 
Elsewhere MIA's 'Paper Planes' gets its 
vocals remodelled in a way that's even 
worse than the five you've surely heard 
already, and Diplo's take on Hot Chip's 
'Shake A Fist' unwisely emphasises the least 
interesting part of the song. The production 
on Kano's 'Reload It' sounds as bold and 
bright as ever, and the subtle job made of 
Peter, Bjorn And John's 'Young Folks' shuffles 




Animal Collective 

Merri weather Post Pavilion (Domino) 

I remember how Feels felt between a chain store's cushiony 
headphones. Like a dark little biodome of fevered 
creatures. Hisses from the right, swamp-bubbles of guitar 
from the left. And then came Strawberry Jam, and seeing 
them live, and drinking the dry ice and the rainbow light-towers, and the 
realisation that they were never so small. And this album, more than 
anything, is huge. They're the same band, but exploded; space-age and full 
of space. Choked with air. From each vast vocal harmony falls a cascade of 
electronics and echo and echo and echo. And they sound so full of 
love - Panda Bear and Avey Tare and that magic frequency inbetween the 
two does strange things to your cardiology. It's in the crushed-out teenage 
lyrics of 'Bluish', for sure, but it's also atomised, permeating everything; take 
the deep, fuzzed beat of 'Summertime Clothes' as it builds through seven 
arcade-game levels of sound to a euphoric refrain of "I want to walk around 
with you! /Just you, just you, just you, just you". It's so brilliant, so full of joy, 
that it's confounding. See if you know how to respond to this album 
appropriately; I don't. I don't think I have the breath, the limbs, or the 
necessary pyrotechnics guys on hand. We can try, though. The best thing 
about the Merriweather incarnation? Boy, will you be able to dance to this 
Meryl Trussler 



ty 



pleasantly- but mostly, this feels like an 
artefact, a museum piece. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Emmy The Great 



First Love (Close Harbour) 

If it feels like the debut record proper from 
Emma-Lee Moss and her band has been a 
long time coming, that's because, well, it 
has been - her debut single was released 
in March 2006 and she's notably charmed 
many festival crowds since then. Featuring 
three songs from the delectable My BadEP, 
bulked up and fleshed out with the organic 
weight of The Earlies' recording studio 
behind her, First Lovesels her stall 
wondrously.Two types of song are 
present - one of generous, sweeping 
melody and quietly expansive arrangement 
(see the dazzling title track, or 'The Easter 
Parade' and its prequel), and one where 
the tiniest ruminations become themselves 
the subject of import; both are held together 
by a voice so sweet and pure it often 
stands at odds with Emmy's propensity 
towards the wry and suggestive. 
As disarmingly matter-of-fact as it 
is idiosyncratic, First Love is very 
fine indeed. 
James Skinner 



Matt Elliott 



Howling Songs (lei d ailleurs) 

Getting lost can sometimes be worth it. 
Matt Elliott has moved from Bristol - where 
his work in Flying Saucer Attack, Movietone 
andThird Eye Foundation minted the sense 
of unease that cloaks these songs - to 
Spain, where he's absorbed the mournful, 
often raucous strains of European folk. 

And here we have the result: an 
album, the last in a trilogy, of sublime, 
disorientating lamentations. His voice, 
like that of a drink-sodden Robert Wyatt, 
mumbles, cracks and occasionally croons 
over half-gypsy violins and acousticguitar. 
It swarms, multitracked, through the 
electrical storm that engulfs opener 
'The Kubler-Ross Model' and floats 
above the eddying currents of 'I Name 
This Ship The Tragedy, Bless Her And All 
Who Sail With Her'. And, just as things 
begin to feel somewhat one-note, in swoops 
album closer 'BombThe Stock Exchange' 
right on time to cap it all: it's a spewing, 
cathartic plume of sound, burning out 



melancholy. Another necessary account of 
the reasons for living. 
Daniel Barrow 



EphelDuath 



Through My Dog's Eyes (Earache) 

Tolkien-monikered band produces 
avant-metal concept album based on 
short stories written from the perspective 
of. . .well, check the title. Who could resist 
a prospect so rich with ridiculous potential? 
I know very little about humans, but dogs 
are my people. I admire their fizzing 
enthusiasm, envy their emotional openness 
and crave their unquenchable affection. 
I will even gleefully huff dog breath. But 
this is a mutt whose experience of the 
world is incongruously filtered through 
downbeat, bluesy jazz-metal, whose 
giddy canine thoughts are given angry, 
extreme-metal voice. Though often 
fairly spanking on a musical level, the 
disconnect between sound and script 
is distracting at best, daft at worst - witness 
Luciano Lorusso George summoning all of 
his rage to bellow "I'm waggin'mytailso 
hard my whole body seems to be da nan"'. 
If, as a dog, the inside of my head sounded 
like this, I'd turn myself in to the RSPCA. 
Matt Evans 



Rain (Aurora Borealis) 

You are in a forest. You are listening to 
black metal. What have you just imagined? 
A petrified copse shrouded in a chill, moonlit 
fog, perhaps? A hoar-frosted clearing amid 
ancient Swami pines in crepuscular darkness? 

How about a brutally clear-skied 
Canadian day in a sub-temperate, Pacific 
rim forest? North American duo Fauna 
have made an audacious, ecocentric 
long player which, interestingly (and 
paradoxically), appeals as much for 
green forward thinking as it is an artefact 
of atavistic societal retreat. Sonically, it is 
a delight; they begin their journey with a 
field (or possibly forest) recording of gentle 
rain; then, Fauna take us on a hypnotic 
trip through several stages of black metal, 
deviously commencing with a gentle, 
arboreal folk strum before efflorescing 
into the kind of harsh,punk-related BM that 
can easily be linked to the Satanic clatter of 
groups like Darkthrone and Bathory. 
John Doran 
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modern alchemy 

Words: Andrzej Lukowski 

Illustration: Gwenola Carrere 

Telepathe 

Dance Mother (V2) 

Funny thing about Bernard Sumner: he never 
whooped on record. Well, that's a lie; he did once 
or twice, but the whoop wasn't really part of 
New Order's studio arsenal -whereas live, he 
peppered the air with the things, fistfuls of 
endearing/embarrassing firecrackers. But, for 
the main, his natural impulses were held in check, 
no doubt wisely so. A whoop misplaced 
can be dangerous. 

Or powerful: two minutes into Telepathe's 
'Chrome's On It', one or the other of Busy Gangnes 
and Melissa Livaudais lets a very noticeable whoop 
fly. I can't help but feel it points to why I like this 
record so very much. It doesn't make the song; 
the song would be fine without it. But it's a daft, 
awkward, Missy-ish exhalation of ebullience 
and the most tangible signal that Telepathe's 
strange take on r'n'b is as much a slightly 
transgressive, fangirl tribute as it is an icy, Dave 
Sitek-helmed exploration of the genre as a 2 1 st 
Century sonic artform. Probably you'll figure that 
out from the preceding passage, where the duo 
po-facedly declare "lean feel the real bang-bang, 
I can do the real thang-thang" . But the jive talkin' 
is dispatched with forensic detachment, and 



although that accounts for much of the thrill, it 
takes that whoop to reassure you that this is all 
supposed to be, y'know, fun. 

Dance Mother only sports three tracks that 
overtly subscribe to pop-r'n'b dynamics and 
vernacular-the othertwo being the heartbroken 
'In Your Line' and heartbreaker 'Lights Go 
Down' - but they're vital, offering colour and 
balance, allowing Gangnes and Livaudais to focus 
elsewhere upon abstract palettes of sepia and 
muted neon. Over the course of 'I Can't Stand It', 

Almost nothing 
happens, but that's 
what makes it so 
magnificent 

lasting a near-seven minutes, almost nothing 
happens (or at least, nothing changes), but 
that's what makes it so magnificent: a grandiose 
cloud of clipped, synth strings, undulating 
and echoing without heading anyplace in any 
particular direction, a slow-shifting canvas 
onto which the frostily poised lyric "I can't stand 
to watch this going down" is as projected, 
stylised and heartbreaking as a golden age 
Hollywood melodrama. 

By contrast, 'Devil's Trident' is all direction, 
a nagging ascent that twitches and tics its way 



upwards with no breaks, no diversions, words a 
buzzing background chatter save for a discernible 
repeat plea to "provoke a frenzy in me, my love". 
It's the urban itch that David Byrne spent the 
Seventies listlessly scratching, reconfigured into 
a murky upwards spiral of electricity and harmony. 
Yet, as with 'I Can't Stand It', 'Devil's Trident' is one 
musical idea worked through without interruption, 
shorn of contrast, chorus or catharsis. It might 
intensify as the vocals pile up and additional synths 
join the fray- it might become increasingly 
disorientating and you may find yourself gulping 
and shaking as its artificial weaves tighten - but it 
moves in a straight line: relentless, shark-like. 

This is how they operate, pop dynamics 
only invoked for those vital r'n'b cribs. And 
they pull it off, the exception proving the rule 
being Trilogy- Breath Of Life, Crimes And Killings, 
Threads And Knives' which proves as unwieldy as 
its title. Only 1 seconds longer than the 
unchanging eddies of 'I Can't Stand It', 
even relatively subtle shifts in direction make its 
tri-part atmospherics feel palpably diminished 
when taken as a whole. Significantly different in 
tone to the noisier, less disciplined Farewell Forest 
EP, you could legitimately peg Dance Mother as the 
sound of a band in some sort of transition - and 
live reports would suggest it's the r'n'b hip-hop 
mould that they're leaning towards. Which is 
exciting. Just so long as they remember to take 
their whoops with 'em. 



Darren Hayman And The 
Secondary Modern 



Pram Town (Track And Field) 

Just like the New Towns of the Fifties which 
form Hayman's ostensible inspiration, Pram 
Town comes off sounding a bit too perfect. 
It's meant that way, but folk pop as 
shimmering as this will repel many. 
Personally, I find these 50 minutes of 
bittersweet prettiness a delight. 'Out Of My 
League' is like a blend of Bob Dylan and 
Casiotone ForThe Painfully Alone; as strange 



as that sounds, it utterly charms. As does 
'Compilation Cassette', the tale of a first 
encounter on a train: "Come with me, "says 
the girl, "let's throw a sickle /We can waste 
a day in the city". Meanwhile, the tangible 
sense of relationship paralysis in 'Leaves On 
The Line' and 'Fire Stairs' nearly has me in 
tears, and I realise why I like this album - it's 
perfectly designed and perfectly executed 
in celebrating love's imperfections. We're 
all heartbroken and yearning for (perhaps 
unobtainable) happiness, but inside 



Pram Town's artful paradox there lies 
real comfort. 
Darren Loucaides 



Lars Horntveth 



Kaleidoscopic (Smalltown 
Supersound) 

Christ, Jaga Jazzist started young. Having 
already released five albums of post-Aphex 
Norwegian jazz with that band, Lars 
Horntveth now unveils his second solo 
album - and he's still only about six 



years old. Kaleidoscopic'^ by some margin 
the most ambitious venture any of the 
Jazzist posse have yet attempted - it's a 
single, 37-minute piece featuring Lars 
plus 41 members of the Latvian National 
Orchestra, and it was written chronologically 
as a kind of audio diary. It's magnificent 
in parts - lush, expansive and highly 
evocative - but, overall, the mammoth 
potential is only semi-realised. Perhaps 
tellingly for someone who cites the great 
Hitchcock composer Bernard Herrmann 
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as an influence, it often feels like a 
soundtrack; pleasant enough, but not 
quite qualifying as a stand-alone piece. That 
said, the guy is clearly ferociously talented 
and it sure as shit bodes well for the 
third solo record (as well as a rumoured 
forthcoming offering from Jaga 
Jazzist themselves). 
Marcus O'Dair 



The Hunches 



Exit Dreams (In The Red) 

The frazzling raw roar of The Hunches' 
deranging garage-rock din often blinds 
lazy ears to the deftness, the tenderness 
and the sheer inventiveness of the Portland 
quartet's cacophonic tuneage.Their third 
(and, tragically, last) album pockets enough 
punch-in-the-face belters (the helter 'Ate My 
Teeth', the skelter 'Deaf Ambitions') to leave 
punier listeners too dazed to explore the 
ugly beauty they would happen upon later. 
Like, for example, the avant-pop of 'Your 
Sick Blooms' and 'Pinwheel Spins', songs 
where collapses and chaos become 
perfectly-fashioned hooks, or the hungover 
noise-mope of 'Unravelling', or the 
eerily mournful slog of 'Fall Drive', or 
the wistful closing chimes of 'Swim 
Hole', which plays JAMC fury as bubblegum 
pop, highlighting the affecting innocence 
that always underscored this wonderful 
group's wonderful music: an innocence 
that, like kindred spirits The Flaming Lips, 
is perhaps a little weirded-out and warped 
by the sun, but no less affecting for it. 
Stevie Chick 



KB Da Kidnappa 



Street Military Soldier (Wolftown) 

The opening a capella freestyle is labelled 
'Live From Trinity Gardens' but, accuracy 
aside, they might as well have used the 
title for the whole of this stark double: 
one audio and one video disc of barely 
varnished, dirty South Country rap 
docu-prayers, ordinary words delivered 
with passion and a sadly arched eyebrow 
telling tales of not just theTrinity Garden 
project but every hood in Texas. Grunts 
and hardcore heart-core sighs of "I'm not 
guaranteed to ever see another day, but 
I appreciate God in every way " su m u p 
the urgency glowing and smoking out 
from every syllable.The footage of KB 
shopping for gum and carbonated 
orange squash at his corner store, 
introducing us to a crowd of friends 
and hood-rats and kissing his pet 
Burmese albino python, Killer, will stay 
with you forever. All the better for its 
imperfections, claims that KB's game is 
"tighter than a tadpole's asshole " are as 
overstated as they are entertaining; but 
with a passion this raw, scoring has to be 
an afterthought. 
Ringo P Stacey 



J Tillman 



Vacilando Territory Blues (Bella Union) 

Fresh from providing Fleet Foxes' percussion 
and backing vocals, Tillman welcomes us to 
this, his fifth solo release, with a poignant 
voice and starkly played guitar. Where he 
sounds alienated, his music is homely. 
Vacillando Territory Blues resumes the 
long-lived narratives of Will Oldham and 
Nick Drake, bordering its spare arrangements 
with reassuring vocals. I'm about to complain 
that all of this is too blue for this time of 



year, but then 'Steel On Steel' brings 
brass that melts like a Jens Lekman song, 
except with none of the smugness. And 
it's not as though Tillman's complaining. 
He hesitates and fluctuates towards "the 
blood red morning "of ascending strings 
that never quite burst into joy. "It was a 
short story to tell, " he admits; but you, 
the listener, should allowtime for 
slow-burning approval. 
Hannah Gregory 



Neil Landstrumm 



Lord For £39 (Planet Mu) 

Dance music's time sense has always been 
a little haywire: constant exposure to the raw 
future goes hand-in-hand with love of the 
'tradition'. Landstrumm, a techno veteran 
with a discography stretching back to the 
mid-Nineties, seems to know this better 
than most. He began absorbing grime and 
proto-dubstep into his productions when 
most still thought of them as garage's 
misshapen progeny, and, with last 
year's Restaurant Of Assassins, he 
swallowed dubstep wholesale. Here, 
he reverse-engineers it, producing results 
like a rave in a malfunctioning time 
machine, dropping electro synths that 
buzz like human-sized flies, pirate radio 
MCs spitting about pub opening times, 
computer-game blips and samples from 
quote-unquote 'wonky' producer Rustie 
onto a chassis of bleep 'n' bass spaciousness 
and half-step snares. The tracks -among 
them such Title Of The Year contenders 
as 'Easter Krunk Power' and 'Ross Kemp 
As Pixel' - reverberate with history, but 
one of relentless play: history you can 
shake ass to. 
Daniel Barrow 



er my stylus: james yorkston 



Lithops 



Ye Viols! (Thrill Jockey) 

This, by Lithops - solo guise of Jan StWerner 
of Mouse On Mars, Microstoria, and 
(alongside Mark E Smith) Von Sudenfed - 
is not a warm record. A collection of 
installation pieces culled from various recent 
exhibitions, it's pretty unrelenting in its 
sonics and one would often search in vain 
for melody or harmony. Opener 'Graf, for 
instance, is as bleak as the neo-modernist 
architecture slideshow it apparently 
soundtracked.Yetthe record still offers 
considerable emotional engagement 
thanks to a judicious use of space and 
construction that's as meticulous as these 
limited edition CDs themselves - each 
comes with a folded poster and hand-printed 
cover featuring an image taken from one 
of the exhibitions. The palette of textures 
and timbres may be limited but the result 
is a densely layered treat, albeit one you 
wouldn't play while getting ready for a 
night out on the piss. 
Marcus O'Dair 



Menahan Street Band 



Make The Road By Walking (Dunham) 

I don't like easy listening music. I'm offended 
by the embrace of ambience, the mindless 
waste. When music can pick you up and 
flip you over, why would you want it to 
splash under your feet? But every other year 
I slow down for a couple of hours and chill 
out to realise not every drop of water is the 
sea. And, if I were a vocalist, there might just 
be, in Make The Road By Walking, enough 
juice to help me drift to a better place. 



Unpoc 

Fifth Column (Domino) 

"I described this oddity of 

a record at a party, once, 

to a friend; I said it was a 

cross between Doolittle 

and Pet Sounds, and 
as good as that could possibly be, but as 
recorded by a young Daniel Johnston, so 
hiss and bum notes abound. I stand by that 
potted description, and the Daniel Johnston 
reference? We 1 1, it almost makes the record, 
to be honest. Fourteen songs here, all 
ridiculing the listener with their simplicity, 
tripping over one another to be the 
standout, the track that's going to sloop around your head forthe 
next fortnight. It's all voluptuous harmonies, chiming guitars, one-mic 
rock'n'roll drums - pure pop, but forget about your Sugababes; this is 
Buzzcocks recorded by the Shangri-Las, or The Beatles recorded by a 
weird Japanese outsider with little grasp forthe English language. But 
the songs still shine, right? They may not have Lennon's sneer, but the 
melody, the lyric, the beauty- it's all here, just... odd. I count this as the 
best pop record ever made, as braw as a whole gang of craws." 



Somewhere early on a Sunday afternoon, 
sipping a beer and apologising to the 
Lord for missing his get-together that 
morning. Where the band played back-up 
at the church andlhe show, radiating jocund 
poise in each nimble trumpet-breath and 
skin-tap. For proof, check Jay-Z's sampling 
of these guys on 'Roc Boys' (instrumental 
included here) or some member's weekday 
work for Sharon Jones and Amy Winehouse. 
And sigh. Yeah, with a voice it could've 
soared; but even without, it can be a 
welcome interlude before the next big 
fight begins. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Pantheon Of The Less (Important) 

The name speaks volumes. And, inevitably, 
of volume; and long chords that surf 
awhile before gradually petering out 
or crashing onto land with a natural- 
phenomenal force. 

Ocean hail from Portland, Maine, 
and play doom metal in the macrocosmic, 
maximal vein. Not so much the doom 
familiar to tormented basement-dwellers, 
milking their veins into a bathtub, but 
the doom that hits in a flash; that sudden, 
sublime sense of your own insignificance 
that reminds you you're nothing but a pile 
of meat and bones, pinned by invisible forces 
to a rock adrift in the cosmos. Two tracks 
here, 'The Beacon' and 'Of The Lesser', 
both extend into half-hour territory. 
The former is roughly sequenced into 
two halves, the first presided over by 
vocalist Candy, whose guttural cookie 
roar suggests a spare set of lungs, the 
second introducing Yoshiko Ohara, the 
Japanese screamer behind New York's 
Bloody Panda, who makes her appearance 
with undulating, hymnal tones, then 
suddenly lets rip. 
Louis Pattison 



The P Brothers 



The Gas (Heavy Bronx) 

Sure, The P Brothers are purist, but in 
this case that should read as a synonym 
for perfectionist. Rewind. They're not 
haters, it's just they've got so much love 
for their own way of doing things - finding 



not just the break, 'cos any old fool can 
do that, but the energetic peak that 
accompanies a great break. And looping 
it with superhuman skills, grand wizards 
of the EQ, tweaking trebles 'til they snap 
and pop up your thoracic cavity with 
style and grace.They've been doing so since 
1 999 and the first of their Heavy Bronx 
Experience EPs, and while 777e Gas is a 
clear continuation, it also holds a few 
major changes in emphasis. They're getting 
older, tempos are down, the Nottingham 
folks repping of old have drifted away 
making room for fresh links with folks in 
the original Bronx, united by both talent 
and obscurity. Names such as Roc Marciano, 
$amhill and Milano capably evoke a creeping 
frost common to both sides of our pond, 
but it's Boss Money's lines in 'Cold World' 
whose wit best captures the spirit of survival 
against all odds, exceptional and mundane: 
"My kids so fucking spoiled I can 't stack the 
benjamins/'Cos everything they see they 
want and I've got to get for them. "That's 
grown man rap for real. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Papier Tigre 



The Beginning And End Of Now 
(Collectif-Effervescence) 

The beginning and the end of now occurs, 
in PapierTigre's world, when ride cymbal 
clashes collide with guitars in the absence 
of bass. Their present, their now, proceeds 
with the military precision and admirable 
angularity of a tight trio. They were 
probably raised on Fugazi, Shellac and 
Liars. You can imagine them playing 
tersely and upright-then all messy and 
falling over -at ATP, just as it goes dark. 
Their sound is the end of the world as seen 
in a late night movie, more solid than their 
flimsy name (and, similarly, record label) 
suggests. They're like The Blood Brothers 
without the blood, thrash or squiggly parts. 
From Nantes, France, they are also the 
classic example of a French band effectively 
adopting an Anglo-American accent -and, 
simultaneously, an Anglo-American musical 
history- and advancing from there in 
convincing disguise, perhaps a fewtoo many 
years too late. 
Hannah Gregory 
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Wino 

Punctuated Equilibrium (Southern Lord) 

Metal these days is quite the renaissance art form. Serious, 
chin-stroking magazines do retrospective articles on 
Scandinavian death metal bands; meanwhile, somewhere 
near you right now, an uber-hip art gallery staffed by 
beautifully sculpted bright young things will be assembling a glacial, 
impenetrable installation featuring the music of Sunn 0))). It seems that the 
last thing we can expect of metal today is for it to simply content itself with 
being plain old heavy. The debut solo album from Scott 'Wino' Weinrich, 
erstwhile guitar lord with The Hidden Hand and Spirit Caravan, is Heavy with 
a capital 'H' (as you can see). Not in a knuckle-dragging, sludgy way, but in 
the old, Seventies-style, hard-blues-power-trio-fronted-by-a-manly-holler 
way. Metal, in other words, without the faintest trace of irony, which, one 
minute into opening track 'Release Me', masterfully declares "I dreamed last 
night, of making LUUUURRRVEE in theskaaaeey!", instantly latching itself 
onto my inner David Coverdale. It's easy to point and laugh at Punctuated 
Equilibrium, with its lyrical earnestness and, yes, Spinal Tap levels of 
pomposity. But it would be hypocritical to do so while strutting around the 
living room widdling away on air guitar. There's a good reason why so many 
broadsheets are talking up the innocent pleasures of AC/DC albums in 
troubled times; and Wino also knows that a bit of old-fashioned metal 
cranked up to 1 1 can just ease your cares away. 
Euan Andrews 



The Phantom Band 



Checkmate Savage 
(Chemikal Underground) 

Not actually a new record from the Eighties 
group featuring Jaki Liebezeit — though, 
surprisingly, this particular Phantom Band 
do sometimes sound like they have 
the metronomic Can veteran playing 
drums. Instead, Checkmate Savage \s 
a gruff, lushly expansive take on off-kilter 
indiepop with a decided Scots bent, 
all mountainous shadows and lyrical 
glows made fresh by a chunky sense of 
musical openness. 

A few listens later, and it becomes 
apparent that this mysterious bunch 
of aesthetes have as much seriously playful 
energy to their music as their wilful take on 
obscurity has humorous sincerity - and it's 
difficult to tell where one ends and the other 
begins. Their engagingly odd experiments 
with sound FX create clops, croons and yelps 
above their wide-eyed romanticism, and 
their core dedication to hooks and grooves 
leads to epic chorales focused firmly on the 
far distance. Guaranteed arm-wavers, all. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Polysics 



We Ate The Machine (Okami) 

Fewthings make me happierthan hearing 
Polysics 4xspeed through their songs, the 
raw onrush of signal as they compress a 
rockin' cosmology into streaming data 
segments. "Smile is only yen/Say slang and 
you are a hero. "On the cover of this new, 
characteristically hysterical record, each 
member is brandishing a re-imagined future 
instrument- a guitar-head in a vacuum 
tube, a bass that looks like a lever-operated 
ticket machine, a keyboard crossbred with 
a radar display. Unfortunately, the drummer 
does nothing to dispel age-old prejudice 
against his kin, playing a standard kit 
that seems to have been augmented by, 
urn, a horn on a pole. 

But no matter: back at the audio, our 
accelerated hosts control-detonate their 
usual cybermania via free-roaming synth 
and black marker guitar drawn under drums 
which have three settings: jog, sprint and 
FUTURE SHOCK.That such a confusion of 
parts - it often sounds like they're either 
happily playing different songs, or 



incarnating some kind of passive-aggressive 
argument in the music- can still be 
so aerodynamic is just one of Polysics' 
paradoxes: "My legs quaking, oops oh no, 
I'm being coerced." 
kicking_k 



Psychic Ills 



Mirror Eye (Social Registry) 

Sure I'm getting old, but blimey, there's 
a lot of overly upbeat art-rock coming out 
of the US right now, all humming, 
thrumming and skipping to Burundi beats 
and breathless jinglejingle guitars and 
yelping larynxes. It's lovely and all, but 
sometimes I'm just like, sit the fuck down, 
kids, and stare into space for an hour. 
Save yr energy for the end of the world 
or something. Props, then, to contrary 
Brooklynites Psychic Ills, whose second 
album is a solstice treat for disassociatives 
everywhere, and one of the first great 
dark psychedelic records of the year. 

Mirror Eye is, ostensibly, a pretty 
straightforward space-rock album, with 
loping, looping guitars, analogue synth 
nebaulae and rolling, Can-style drums. 
But one gets the impression Psychic Ills 
have journeyed further out and further 
into their craft: crucially, they know 
when to underplay and how to strip back 
an arrangement, understanding that 
the suggestion of an as-yet-unheard 
other is as essential to transcendent music 
as layers of drone and delay (at which 
they're also pretty adept). The tense, 
oscillating intro to album centrepiece 
'I Take You As My Wife Again' draws you 
into the track's sonic world as if pulling 
you slowly down towards sleep - and the 
hypnoticfever dream of the guitar line. 

Melodically, Psychic Ills often traverse 
the same non-specific desert as Grails, 
using Middle Eastern scales and saz-like 
action on the guitar, but their exoticism 
is less robustly physical and more 
mirage-like and electronics-aware; and 
actually very reminiscent of Anatolian 
psych rockers, Zen. Ultimately, though, 
Mirror Eye's scoring of kosmische reference 
points is secondary to its impressive ability to 
spirit the listener away from real life and into 
warm black holes. I'm outta here. 
Frances Morgan 



Raccoo-oo-oon 



Raccoo-oo-oon (Release The Bats) 

This is a parting shot from the lowan 
quartet that disbanded in 2008 after 
spending three years on the peripheries 
of the psych-noise scene playing a bunch 
of murky, low-key shows and releasing a 
handful of albums- including five volumes 
of their improvised Mythos Folkways series - 
but never quite making it out of the dark 
ooze of the underground. 

It's fitting, then, that this self-titled 
coda should encapsulate pretty much 
everything the band's been up to at the 
same time as creating an identikit portrait 
of the scene they've been knocking 
about in: there's a smidgen of Animal 
Collective's swooning, melodic ritualism 
rubbed up against some Comets On 
Fire-style freak-out psych, flattened 
with some Acid Mothers neo-Kraut 
steamroller riffing and fused together with 
clouds of Jackie-O/Sunburned trip-bliss. 
Occasionally, you can't help but wish 
that the drummer would lay off a bit and 
let the trance-states build, but, for 
the most part, this already sounds 
like the perfect retro-Noughties 
tribute band. 
Daniel Spicer 



Rye Wolves 



Oceans Of Delicate Rain 
(Aurora Borealis) 



Journey To Ixtlan 



Journey To Ixtlan (Aurora Borealis) 

Rye Wolves are a strange proposition 
for London's reliably odd Aurora Borealis, 
largely because at first listen they seem 
so short on kvlt appeal - no flaming 
pentagrams or decrepit photocopier artwork 
here. Rye Wolves are a comparatively 
more straightforward outfit, playing raging 
hardcore metal with shades of Neurosis or 
early Pelican. 

What they do have, though, is a surfeit 
of energy to channel, complete with a 
typically full-sounding mastering job by 
James Plotkin. Oceans Of Delicate Rain's 
rocky, tidal segments bank up high waves 
on a flimsy raft with sudden bursts of 
frantic action, as vocalist Robin McDougall 
barks panicked, choked orders like he's 
fending off shark attacks. Far more out-and- 
out bizarre is the long-awaited debut from 
California's Journey To Ixtlan. Named after 
Carlos Castaneda's psychedelic memoir, 
it's a doom tale from the desertscapes; 
loosely, like Khanate scoring ElTopo, a 
cold tapestry of predator growls, simmering 
organs and guitar solos that burn slow like 
morning embers. 
Louis Pattison 



Secret Machines 



Secret Machines 
(World's Fair/Cooperative) 

For a prog band, Secret Machines have 
never been anything more than a light 
slog, their primary coloured classic rock 
overtones affording them an inroad 
when MOR juggernauts like Oasis and 
Foo Fighters decide to go totally bananas 
with a support act choice. 

Even so, their first couple of records 
offered at least a gentle challenge, a 
mild peril. Here, their dabblings with 
Krautrock have been replaced by the 
glistening electronic tumble of 
'Underneath The Concrete', which 



sounds like New Gold Dream-era Simple 
Minds; space cadet guitar explorations are 
toned down in favour of moments like 
'I NeverThoughtTo Ask', album-oriented 
rock of the haunting ballad variety. This 
is all good. There's a lot to be said for a 
big, shiny, straightforward tune dunked in 
just enough sonic sprawl to make it 
interesting, and apparently that's 
now Secret Machines' thang.They 
make a kind of prog that a toddler might 
enjoy, and if that's not a compliment, 
what is? 
Andrzej Lukowski 



Irmin Schmidt 



Palermo Shooting OST (City Slang) 

No one at all cares about German punk 
band DieToten Hosen in the UK. In 
Germany, however, they are a big deal, 
to the extent that their singer Campino 
has been cast as the lead in a movie directed 
by Wim Wenders, also featuring Dennis 
Hopper, and scored by founding Can 
member Irmin Schmidt in this pleasant 
but less than shattering fashion. 

Jazz and classical being as significant 
a part of Schmidt's musical DNA as Can 
were, it is by no means surprising that 
the 7 1 -year-old isn't attempting to remap 
rock music every time the tapes roll. These 
1 3 pieces just seem to demonstrate the 
apparent intent to cycle through all the 
styles a soundtrack is 'supposed' to 
have: something French and dotty; 
something stringed, minimal and 
extremely weepy, and some light jazz 
and draughty dramatics which presumably 
telegraph something ominous in the 
movie. Palermo Shooting may well be 
splendid, but, unfortunately, it is 
soundtracked by sonic box-ticking. 
Noel Gardner 



The Silt 



Cat's Peak (Fire) 

Ack: an irritating mixed bag, this. Irritating, 
I say, because when it's good, it's 
quite something, but when it's bad, 
bricks are impulsively being lobbed at 
unnatural velocities towards the stereo 
(by me). Sadly, Cat's Peak ens, more often 
than not, towards the latter. The basic 
modus operandi of this Canadian 
threesome is a ramshackle, Palace 
Brothers-style gentle lollop, barely held 
together and sauntering through alt 
country-ville. Problem is, you very much get 
the impression that they're playing at 
being a little inept, deliberately throwing 
in some bad tunings (the multi-harmony 
bridge on the title track makes me 
ashamed for my ears), wacky 
instrumentationandsloppytiming.lt 
may seem overly harsh to be so disgruntled 
by moments like these, as there are 
some absolute gems here. Infuriatingly, 
though, these only occur when The 
Silt muster up the confidence to ditch 
the hokum and actually play, 
without fuss, from the heart. Oh, 
grumble grumble. 
The Corpo 



Sky Larkin 



The Golden Spike (Wichita) 

The immediate urge I'm feeling here is 
to damn Leeds' Sky Larkin with a 
directionless compliment such as 'likeable'. 
Which is, as always, a way of saying "Cute, 
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but I wouldn't want to lure them into an 
alleyway for a crazyfuck". 

However. The re's an intelligence to 
their twitchy, angular, modern English rock, 
and it's to be found in two things: their 
momentum-controlled song structures, 
and their occasional lyrical flourishes (they 
first came to my attention with the demo 
of 'Antibodies', which devoted itself 
to working alliteration AS HARD AS IT 
COULD). But, well, I'm writing this 
and flicking through the album to try and 
work out which track features a nod 
towards the title, thinking that I could 
do with some kind of US railway metaphor 
as an intro or something. I can't find it 
for ages, but eventually locate it- it's in 
the chorus of 'Octopus'. This is the sort of 
thinking that makes people think Foals' 
lyrics are a good idea; but, one way 
or another, they lack commitment. Which 
is a shame. Doesn't stop them being 
immensely likeable, though. 
Kieron Gillen 

in the studio: sky larkin 

We recorded the album at: "Two 

places in Seattle - partly at Death Cab's 

Two Sticks Audio and partly at John 

Goodmanson's Bog Roll studio." 

We watched: "Various YouTube users' 

competing montages of 'the ultimate 

top 1 heaviest metal breakdowns ever'." 

We listened to:" Bands we met:Telekinesis 

and Boat." 

We loved: "Root Beer and John's ears." 

We hated: "Teriyaki beef jerky. Wow, 

it's bad." 

We tried: "Playing the interactive band 

set-up at the Experience Music Project 

to a crowd of 1 2-year-olds on a 

school trip." 

We accidentally: "Turned on to the wrong 

side of the road in a hire car." 

We wished: "That we lived, too, in a city 

with mountains over its shoulder." 

We missed: "The Annual Seattle World Of 

WarcraftExpo by one day! " 

We regretted: "See above." 

We ate: "Two dollar burgers from Dick Diner 

and 45 cent ramen noodles." 

We drank: " Root beer and ice coffee 

(Katie), Red Mountain Dew (Nestor) and 

PBR (Doug and John)." 

We felt: "Jet lagged, hence the coffee." 

We misplaced: "Doug." 

We successfully: "Ticked off all the boxes 

on the studio wallchart." 

(Katie Harkin) 



Mark E Smith and Ed Blaney 



Smith And Blaney (Voiceprint) 

In which The Fall's perennial frontman 
continues to fulfil his creed of caring 
deeply about not giving a shit. Chances 
are you'll already know whether or not 
you're still interested in Smith, let alone 
his collaboration with Ed Blaney, an 
ex-Fall member and erstwhile leader 
ofSalford based rockers Trigger Happy. 
If you left Smith behind aftertheVon 
Sudenfed folly, no matter. If you're still 
with him, you won't have heard him 
pronounce "we're gonna have a real good 
time together" as many times in a row as 
he does on the duo's cover of The Velvet 
Underground's 'We're Gonna Have A Real 
GoodTimeTogether'. 

But while Smith and Blaney can, 
inevitably, be interesting - 'Ludite' is, erm, 



mental-lU\s collaboration results in some 
basically half-arsed output by an artist 
who needn't give a fuck about what 
he's doing, because he's done it 
all before. 
Tom Howard 



Flower Of Evil (Rune Grammofon) 

There's a strange alchemy at work in 
cover versions: this new record from 
Susanna Wallumrod is a kind of sequel 
to the last Susanna AndThe Magical 
Orchestra album, Melody Mountain, 
consisting, as it does, almost entirely 
of covers - including songs by Thin Lizzy, 
Badfinger and former Black Sabbath - made 
over into solemn piano ballads polished 
to a restrained-but-lovely sheen by Helge 
Sten'sECM-ish production. 

And by 'eck, it actually works sometimes: 
former Abba vocalist Agnetha Faltskog's 
'Can't Shake Loose' becomes a heart- 
wrenching shiver of desperation;Tom Petty 's 
'Don't Come Around Here No More' is a 
subdued, brooding threat that sparks into 
life on the chorus, and the poison and 
desolation of Abba's 'Lay All Your Love On 
Me' is drawn out beautifully. But, a question: 
are these 'respectable' settings of pop 'trash' 
to be counted as betrayals or liberations 
of the originals? Is the beauty of 'Who 
Knows Where TheTime Goes' her own, or 
Sandy Denny's? How does pop speak with 
its ghosts? 
Daniel Barrow 



Throbbing Gristle 



The Thirty-Second Annual Report 
(Industrial) 

If it sounds like it was recorded in 2008, 
that's because it was. The Second Annual 
/?epo/T, Throbbing Gristle's debut album, 
came out 30 years ago; so, in June of last 
year, the whole family decided to have a big 
knees-up in Paris, unquenchable nostalgists 
that they clearly are. In all seriousness, The 
Thirty-Second Annual Report \s a recording 
of Throbbing Gristle's deconstructive 
performance, rarely earbleeding and heavy 
on the analogue drones and phantasm 
synthwash; the gasp of "No, don't do 
that! "that leaps from 'Slug Bait' is properly 
prickly, mind. While their adherence to 
'industrialism' as a musical aesthetic 
was perhaps less literal than many of the 
bands they foreshadowed, 'Maggot Death 3' 
casts a pretty evocative approximation of 
gluebagged hooligans staggering around 
a filth-piled, decades-abandoned factory. 
You feel almost resentful to the Parisians 
when they cut through the magick with 
applause and whoops, despite knowing 
that you'd have done the same. 
Noel Gardner 



Perfect As Cats: ATributeToThe Cure 
(Manimal) 

After issuing 1 3 albums within the span 
of the last three decades, it may seem 
perverse that The Cure are generally 
regarded as a singles band. On the evidence 
of this tribute album -all proceeds from 
which will be donated to child soldiers' 
charity Invisible Children -that assertion 
remains a valid one, but it's telling that the 
overwhelming majority of the 33 acts here 
seem to remember the band as one that 
moved beneath the same sunset nimbus. 



All of the tracks here were originally 
recorded before the end of the Eighties, 
and standout contributions from 
Manimal reps Bat For Lashes ("A Forest') 
and Rainbow Arabia ('Six DifferentWays') as 
well as those from outsiders like Indian 
Jewelry ("The Walk") and Dandy Warhols 
("Primary") are as damp and sore 
and bittersweet as you'd expect; faithful 
to a band whose view of goth was always 
less stark and more soft-focus, the 
Crawley streetlamps melting beneath 
a film of red wine. 
Kev Kharas 



Present Get Familiar Mixed By Sinden 
(Fabric) 

If you didn't know already, Sinden and 
Switch run Get Familiar, a bi-monthly 
eclectronica night at Fabric which flags up its 
global credentials at every opportunity. This 
mix hops around the world but holds your 
hand reassuringly along the journey, a 
constant and gradually mutating beat 
guiding you through a well-sequenced tour 
of genres. There's a pocket at the beginning 
which sounds like a clutch of Girl Talk demos, 
with lewd rapping sitting uncomfortably 
upon unorthodox beats. Yo Majesty's 'Club 
Action' pairs Morse code guitars with 
gratuitous swearing to little effect.Things 
pick up with Scottie Band King Tutt's 'African 
Chant', though, which takes us to early 
Nineties Baltimore, a land of smiling drums 
and too many whistles. 

From here, there are stops at grime, 
entry-level dubstep and an inspired 
climax led by M83's 'Couleurs' which 
should really be the centrepiece of any 
club set from the last nine months. It's a 
mix which will leave every listener with 
a clear least favourite song, but you'll 
probably be too busy dancing through 
it to care. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Schlachtfest Session II (Klangbad) 

Here's a textbook example of improvisation 
generating an enthralling kind of group 
dynamic, recorded by various musicians 
who performed at a festival of experimental 
music and then, afterwards, reconvened 
at the Faust studio by the Danube for a 
session. Among the pan-generational 
ensemble are members of avant-folk 
groups Nalle and Scatter, veterans of 
Kraan and Embryo, host HJ Irmler of Faust 
and seminal improv saxophonist John 
Tchicai. Together, they trundle between 
full-on free jazz, plangent vocalisations, 
rough'n'tumble percussion and strummed 
strings of an antiquity which is as 
placeless as it is timeless - all within the first 
1 minutes. From there, it's full speed for 
the borders in order to break them down. 
They swirl into a freaked-out jam where 
scat ululations and reeds skronk in collision 
with wobbled sheet metal, the whole 
thing bursting into multiplex life before 
reeling itself back in for passages of subtle, 
almost studious serenity. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Wintersleep 



Welcome To The Night Sky (One Four 
Seven) 

Purveyors of a type of indie rock perhaps 
quintessential^ Canadian in its sensibilities, 



Wintersleep's take on the genre is as 
taut, tense and precise as you like.Take 
'Murderer' as an apt example; it fizzles 
along for the majority of its four 
minutes before erupting into a bruising 
wail moments before it closes. Or there's 
the opening 'Drunk On Aluminium', 
unrelenting and stately in its push, tipping 
over - as does 'Archaeologist' - into slightly 
more melodic waters. Even when the 
volume is lowered, as in the graceful 
restraint of 'Search Party', the results 
are perpetually on edge and Paul 
Murphy wonders whether or not "the 
sky is falling ".This is impressive, textured 
stuff, though predominantly one-note. 
Anomalous here is the glorious 'Weighty 
Ghost', which happily throws off amplified 
shackles and is potentially the breeziest, 
catchiest, most downright infectious 
song I've heard about the difficulty, 
hardship and general disillusionment 
of life on the road. 
James Skinner 



The Yellow Moon Band 



Travels Into Several Remote Nations 
Of The World (Static Caravan) 

This needs a sticker on it that says, ' Now 
you're jammin'!' Blasted on shrooms 
and feeling the folk rock love, these 
boys charge through eight songs of 
slippery time signatures, obscene solos 
and wet, wet drums; there's nary a 
moment where they ain't displaying some 
indefatigable form of heightened noodling 
above sweet, pastoral grooves, their 
guitar tones multi-faceted like diamonds. 

On 'Maybach', they undertake a 
breathless raid on the classic rock abattoir; 
afterwards, they try to get Phil Lynott back 
to their gaffe for a cookout, but Phil is long 
dead and that's a good thing because there 
weren't enough steaks anyway. These boys 
are ravenous, and their stamina must be 
heard. With clean-as-a-whistle production 
(more CSNY than Ragged Glory) and not one 
note out of place, it's the nice, new haircut of 
jam records. Wouldn't mind their hair being a 
bit mussed up, actually. 
Shane Moritz 



Susumu Yokota 



Mother (Lo) 

Yokota 's output has been varied since the 
breathless breakthrough of 1 999's Sakura; 
the sparse delirium of Grinning Cafwas 
a particular highlight, while the lowlights 
belonged to some high gloss sonic 
wallpaper of an inescapably beige hue. 
In this instance, the watery ambient 
jazz-funk of 'Breeze' and the inconsequential 
waltzing of 'Tree Surgeon' typify this sort 
ofsub-Wyndham Hill fluff, but the glacial 
beauties offered up elsewhere more 
than compensate. 'A FlowerWhite' and 
'The Natural Process' resemble nothing so 
much as short lived Eighties Wire associate 
AC Marias, all detached, devotional 
siren-song carried aloft on a clinical guitar 
purr and medievalist synths, respectively. 
Ethereal voices are omnipresent, marshalled 
as wordless mantras served up by special 
guests Nancy Elizabeth, Efterklang, Our 
Broken Garden andThe Chap; and it's 
when Yokota lets in the cold upon these 
well-chosen friends that his knack 
of conjuring the dreamlike really coalesces 
into something magisterial. 
James Papademetrie 
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Asobi Seksu 

JJ r Hush (One Little 

1^ Indian) 

After a period 
as America's finest 
shoegaze revivalists, 
Asobi Seksu now leave genres behind and 
document the night sky. At the heart of 
each composition is sadness. Pop music 
needs sadness - lots of it - spraying from 
every chord, and Hush has it. (JF) 

Beaches 

Beaches 
(Mistletone) 

What happens when 
girl scouts get wise 
and realise that selling 
cookies distracts from playing mindblowing 
guitar? This: the gorgeous link between 
art-rock (looming psychedelia, Australian 
desert-Kraut) and party rock (candy-striped 
surf). Pronounce 'bitches' like a 
disreputable Mexican and you're there. 
(SM) 

The Buttless 
Chaps 

Cartography (Mint) 

The sixth offering from 
Vancouver's Buttless 
Chaps is suitably titled, 
mapping out a vast landscape of eerie 
industry. Their grandeur and booming 
vocals rankle over the first few songs; later, 
they sound like a folksy doom cult. (DL) 

The Chuck 

Dukowski 
I Sextet 
J Reverse The 

Polarity (Nice And 

Friendly) 

Ex-Black Flag man, his wife, son and others 
turn psych-rock into a family affair. Full-on 
primitivist peyote-button boilwork, heavy 
on groove, drenched in wah-wah and 
in search of a she-devil exploitation flick 
to score. Shonkily produced and about 40 
years out of date, but plenty of ramshackle 
fun. Sweet art, too. (ME) 

Dent May And 
His Magnificent 
Ukulele 

The Good Feeling 
Music Of... (Paw 
Tracks) 

Cynicism be gone: by the time 'Oh, Paris ! ' 
kicks in I'm nodding along like a 
slack-jawed hick. Making music for the 
optimists among us, May trades his 
happiness for more: don't feel guilty. (MS) 

The Elementz 

Crush Mode (OYM) 

Like Who Framed 
Roger Rabbit remade 
by Brian DePalma for 
a virtually prehistoric 
games console, full of bold (not basic) 
animations like early Lupe or those 
Cool Kids in chunky rubber pixels smeared 
with nutritious and gloriously malposed 
shit courtesy of a broad selection of 
the UK's finest (Skinnymanjaskforce, 
Karizma, Young Kof, about a dozen 
others), coaxed into top form by two of 
Nottingham's most playful young guns. 
(RS) 
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Faraquet 

Anthology 1997-98 
(Dischord) 

So here we have 
a collection of 
singles, compiled 
in a retrospective fashion, from this short 
lived math-punk trio, two thirds of whom 
would later reconvene in Medications. 
Top marks for twiddly-widdly intricacy, 
self-made fret skills and multi-angle 
melodies, but explosive thrills are 
strictly rationed here. Ultimately, 
restraint and niceness prevail, and 
the jazzy noodles settle for being 
merely pleasant. (ME) 

First Aid Kit 

Drunken Trees 
(Wichita) 

Here's a theory: First 
Aid Kit are what might 
happen if you were 
to take Mamie Stern, Joanna Newsom 
and Chan Marshall by the hand(s), walk 
them back to school and ask them to 
form a new band in their own image, 
with clay and crayons at their disposal. 
Drunken Trees \s near-perfect, like a 
new born babe: sweet, lovable 
and infectious. (HA) 

The Hunter 
Gracchus 

Sacred Object Of 
The Yiye People 
(Chironex) 

Named for a Kafka 
short story, and marshalling a motley 
collection of bowed, plucked and struck 
acoustic/ethnic instruments under lushly 
surreal titles, The Hunter Gracchus play 
intensely felt micro-improv.While at 
first a little formless, the Sheffield trio's 
concentration and instinctual restraint 
gradually shapes the clatter and drone into 
hypnotic and holistic psychedelia. (FM) 

nBH Keith 

1 t^^^^ ViceAndVirtue 
, j* JJ (Lucky Number) 

P J ffl 1 Perhaps I'm being 
J ^F§|b narrow-minded 

■ ^^^^P- here, but I'm afraid 
I really can't imagine anyone loving this. 
Granted, there's plenty of energy, but 
Keith falter in attempting to rise above 
their Manc-rock instincts. The lyrics are 
hollow, thoughtless cliches that fail 
to animate songs which themselves 
frequently wander over four minutes 
(without, mysteriously, going anywhere). 
(DL) 



Love. Stop. 
Repeat 

Love.Stop.Repeat 
(Make Your Own 
Adventure) 

Here's a debut 
from a duo associated with Fife's Fence 
Collective (and its recent offshoot, 
De-Fence). Surprisingly, it's unsufferably 
pixie-naive for most, from the flowery 
fabric packaging through the track titles 
('Sunday Strolls And Miracles') to the 
newborn fawn vocals of Lindsay West; 
but, maybe, a precious sugar web for 
others. Sicklier than a French Fancy and 
a cup of vanilla. (LS) 





Othon 

Digital Angel 
(DurtroJnana) 

High-camp Dionysian 
melodrama with 
guest spots from Marc 
Almond and DavidTibet, the latter pitching 
in with an achingly affecting reading of 
Coil's 'The Dreamer Is Still Asleep'. While 
the flounce sometimes strays beyond 
the parameters of taste, Digital Angel's 
wondrous piano arrangements and lyrical 
romanticism make for an ambitiously arch 
cabaret full of devilish wonder. (SG) 

Potop 

Channels (Iron Pig) 

Five track debut from 
sado-Macedonian 
filthmongers plying 
doomy hardcore 
viciousness at hobbled tempos. There's 
some seriously nasty stuff here - the 
zombie-lurch riff to (the unnamed) track 
four oozes so much pure evil that it'll scorch 
your very soul. One long deluge of depravity 
that's guaranteed to ruin your day in the 
most gratifying way possible. (ME) 






Thieves Like Us 

Play Music (Kitsune) 

A copy arrives, furnished 
with a sticker that 

I reads 'The album 
Kitsune does not want 
you to hear! 'An investigation aided by 
Google fails to unearth the reason behind 
such provocative claims. On first listen, 
Thieves Like Us appear to be creating 
hipster-electro-retro-house-by-numbers. 
Closer inspection, however, rules in their 
favour. 'An Easy Tonight' is a brooding, 
bass-humming sternum-molester. (HA) 

The Welcome 
Wagon 

Welcome To The 
Welcome Wagon 
(Asthmatic Kitty) 

Awash with banjo, 
guitar, warm brass and sweet harmonies, 
Sufjan Stevens' influence hangs heavy over 
this husband and wife's offering which 
arrives via his Asthmatic Kitty imprint and 
is recorded, produced and arranged by the 
man himself. By the phrase 'Presbyterian 
church music', you'll know whether you're 
going to like this. Or not. (JS) 

Woodpigeon 

Treasure Library 
Canada (End Of The 
Road) 

Second UK release 
forthis Calgary eight 
piece, who ply a less leafy, more, well, 
weedy folk. The half-hearted stringing of 
vocals through bare-branched canopies 
reminds us of dew along a telephone wire. 
Then, before you realise what's happening, 
you're beguiled; the unexpected flurry 
concluding 'Knock Knock' comes from 
nowhere. (LS) 

Brief notes by: Hayley Avron, 
Matt Evans, Jonathan Falcone, 
Spencer Grady, Darren Loucaides, 
Shane Moritz, Frances Morgan, 
Matthew Sheret, James Skinner, 
Ringo P Stacey, Lauren Strain 




Zeitkratzer and Carsten Nicolai 



Electronics (Zeitkratzer) 

German contemporary music ensemble 
Zeitkratzer seek to re-examine the ways in 
which 'art music' defines itself, with whom it 
can be associated, and its role outside of the 
conservatoire and concert hall. The group's 
use of the word 'contamination' in their 
mission statement is a little unfortunate; but 
projects such as a realisation of Lou Reed's 
Metal Machine Musicand collaborations 
with Merzbow, Keiji Haino and now Raster- 
Noton founder Carsten Nicolai demonstrate 
a commitment to sonic cross-fertilisations 
that is impressively uncompromising. 

Here, the ear navigates between 
immersion and alienation, instinct and 
reason - but not, as Electronics progenitors 
might imagine, merely due to the tensions 
between acoustic and electronic sound 
that are embodied in this collaboration. 
In the fields inhabited by both Zeitkratzer 
and Nicolai (here credited as composer), 
such intersections of sound are long 
since established; instead, Electronics 
disorientates most when the sound sources 
are least apparent, by way of subtle changes 
in compositional and sonic makeup. 

While Nicolai's processing clearly 
distorts the warmth and granulates the 
softness of the acoustic instruments on 
'Synchron Bitwave', the classical musicians 
also perform a piece for domestic electronics 
(TV hum, digital clock) that is as eerily 
ambiguous as any of his manipulations. 

Consisting of three live performances 
recorded at different times and places, 
£tora/7/'c5 actually works well as a whole, 
culminating in 'C1 ', a 27-minute drone- 
based piece that gradually seems to melt the 
ensemble down into wave forms, surging 
and swelling, as the low C is pinked at the 
edges with slight overtones, atop a creeping 
bass click and pulse. Its source and process 
are, no doubt, fascinating, but they're 
secondary to the sensuous impact. A sparse, 
piano pulls us back to the concert hall, but 
beneath it is throat-singing, static and sea. 
Frances Morgan 



Zomby 



Where Were You In '92? (Werk Discs) 

The magpie-like, DIY hyper-futurism 
of hardcore rave that swept the UK 
following acid house was a musical 
culture that's now largely been forgotten 
as an anomaly to rock and pop's dominant 
traditions. Here, Hyperdub-affiliated 
London producer Zomby 's take isn't to 
write a straightforward rave album 
(with all the concessions to nostalgia that 
would suggest) but to channel the spirit 
of those times. 

Anyone who's familiar with the original 
hardcore sound will recognise its presence 
here. A spree of sample sources from key 
records of the time add a dimension of 
familiarity, creating a stew of drums, bass, 
exuberant vocals and keyboard stabs. 
But Where Were You In '92?\s more woozy 
and skunked out than ecstatic -tracks 
finish sharply, jumping into each other, 
elements falling out of time or drifting 
over each othery't/sf long enough for the 
listener to grasp a mood or piece together 
a half-memory from the chaos. The result 
is an album that provides a fittingly transient 
take on an exciting but short-lived pocket 
of dance music's past. 
Marcus Scott 



74 1 plan b 






urban code 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: David Bailey 

23 Skidoo 

Seven Songs (Les Temps Modernes) 
The Culling Is Coming (Les Temps Modernes) 
Urban Gamelan (Les Temps Modernes) 
Just Like Everybody (Les Temps Modernes) 
Staking an early claim for reissue of the 
year, Seven Songs is the missing link between... 
wait. It's the missing link. Originally released 
in 1 982, Seven Songs is a headfuck of an album: 
hallucinatory, dub-splattered, claustrophobic, 
filled with menacing bass lines, eerie brass 
patterns and disembodied vocals. It's 
aggressive. It's taut. It's messy. It broods, 
evilly. It rains slaps to the face of corporate 
complacency. It resonates with the sound 
of shattered glass, closed council estates, 
darkened footpaths. It contains a locked 
groove. It's funky, but in a deeply unsettling 
way- funk as sinister energy. 

Produced by Throbbing Gristle's Genesis 
P-Orridgeand Peter Christopherson, it 
traverses paths similar to (but quite separate 
from) Throbbing Gristle, ESG, early Cabaret 
Voltaire, A Certain Ratio, Fela Kuti - but is 
more unsettling than all. At the time, NME's 
Paul Morley had it down as "one of the 
most exciting records I've heard since 
Unknown Pleasures", and he wasn't wrong. 
23 Skidoo had a fuck-you attitude to live 
performance - always seeking to confront 
perceptions, often preferring to practise 



martial arts instead. 23 Skidoo were so 
strikingly a band out of time, they were 
wonderful. (They probably still are.) They're 
credited with helping create jungle and 
drum'n'bass. When the London-based 
Turnbull brothers resurfaced in 2000 (after 
initially breaking up around 1986) it was to 
produce Pharaoh Sanders and Roots Manuva. 
Take a listen to the free-form improvisation 
on their 1 981 1 2-inch 'The Gospel Comes 
To New Guinea' that comes with the Seven 
Songs reissue: a song that matches the 
merciless claustrophobia of Clock DVA to 

Shattered glass, 
closed council estates, 
darkened footpaths 

a near-monolithic tribal drumbeat, a song that 
even This Heat would've been hard placed to 
best for inclement intensity. 

23 Skidoo's second album, the divisive 
sonic onslaught of 1 983's The Culling Is Coming, 
used cut-up tape noise, loops, Gamelan-style 
rhythms and instruments made from scrap 
metal, similar to early SPK. Taken from two 
23-minute live performances, it pointed at two 
entirely separate directions for 23 Skidoo to 
follow (the reissue features a bonus 26-minute 
loop performance from Belgium). It's kind of 
hard to listen to now, and was panned at the 
time. Wisely, they chose neither direction. 
Enlisting the bassist from chart funk duo Linx 



and Aswad's horn section, 23 Skidoo released 
the tumultuous, Primal Scream wet-dream of 
a jackhammer dance single, the 'Coup' 1 2-inch. 
Man, that shit is the shit. The bass later got 
lifted lock stock by The Chemical Brothers for 
'Block Rockin' Beats'. 

But this was 1983. 23 Skidoo refused to 
release 'Coup' on seven-inch (necessary for 
chart success), shoved a radically remixed 
version ('F.U.G.I.') on the follow-up album, 
1 984's muscular Urban Gamelan - and their 
chance of a bona fide hit was gone. Fuck, have 
a listen now to the original on the reissue of 
Urban Gamelan: even the dub B-side version, 
'Coup In The Palace', rocks harder than most 
anything. The rest of the album is genius, 
the same way New Age Steppers' second was 
genius-sporadic, occasionally infuriating in 
its continual self-invention, with some real 
nuggets to be rediscovered (the delightful 
Eastern dub of 'Fire', the ghostly stride of 
'Jamelan Jamelan', the fatalistic jungle beats 
of 'Kongo-Do'). 

While most other white boy, post-punk funk 
groups were fast losing their way, swept up in 
the hairstyle-and-cocktail groove beloved by 
A/ME journalists of the time, 23 Skidoo were still 
searching. Just Like Everybody is a double CD 
rarities set. Disc one features material recorded 
between 1 980 and 1 987: alternative mixes, 
album tracks, the outrageously commercial, 
William S Burroughs-referencing debut single 
('Last Words'). Disc two features material 
recorded during the Nineties. Fascinating stuff, 
but. ..jeez. How much Skidoo can one take? 
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out of the trees 

Words: Petra Davis 
Illustration: KateyJean Harvey 

Pumajaw 

From Memorial Crossing (Fire) 
This Day And Age (Fire) 
Cat's Cradle (Fire) 
Becoming Pumajaw (Fire) 

This batch of re-releases charts the emergence of 
Pumajaw, red-haired brainchild of Loop drummer 
John Wills and prolific folk singer Pinkie Maclure, 
in the wake of this year's quietly triumphant album, 
Curiosity Box. Scotland's Fence Collective, the 
Fife-based aggregation of folk types, has produced 
some interesting work of late - in particular, 
the increasingly Krauty folk of James Yorkston - 
and these four albums go some way toward 
contextualising the increasingly harmonious 
marriage of two distinct musical heritages. 
'Pumajaw' is derived from a phonetic 
pronunciation of PMJW, the initials of Maclure 
and Wills, and such a literal interpretation of 
the process of collaboration is a useful way 
into the pair's ethos. 

When folk and electronica have historically 
met, they have tended to read one another, 
to interpret an already-agreed set of values 
from another point of view, or to borrow and 
re-contextualise recognisable gestures; think of 



Rustin Man's work with Beth Gibbons on 2002's 
Out Of Season, Four Tet's Pause or even of 
Ultramarine's Folk. Rarely is the opportunity taken 
to contest the ground - the values, the tropes, 
the scope - of either genre, but this is what 
Maclure and Wills have succeeded in doing. 

Each brings considerable chops to the 
deconstructive process. Maclure's range and 
technical ability as a folk vocalist are both 
extensive. Though best known for his work in 
drone-rockers Loop, Wills' take on avant-noise 
found a new severity and abandon in later project 
The Hair And Skin Trading Company. The pair's first 

The fluttering at the 
heart of folk 

collaboration, 2000's From Memorial Crossing, 
finds its early consensus in borrowed otherworlds; 
the album contains renderings of Tom Waits' 
Til Shoot The Moon' and Lynch and Badalamenti's 
'Sycamore Trees', from the Twin Peaks soundtrack. 
Further tracks are entitled 'Blue Rose' - another 
Twin Peaks reference -and 'Fellini Overdrive'. 
Maclure's voice swoops through and nestles in 
these adopted landscapes as though indigenous, 
but from her lair she scrolls out alien narratives 
thickly illustrated by Wills. Feelings of familiarity 
are subverted, and the pair seem to lament that 
loss even as they impose it. 



Their tendency to set up a familiar construct 
only to paralyse it is carried through their 
subsequent work, though they no longer need 
the world on loan. This Day And Age allows itself 
considerable license with the basis of folk; the 
vocal and its accompaniment take turns to 
illustrate and thwart one another, "lam stranded 
in language, " Maclure intones repeatedly, 
sometimes pleading, sometimes gloating. There 
is little prettiness, little storytelling, but much 
feeling here -the sound is reminiscent of later 
Swans - along with an urgency that was to return 
from sonicsto narrative in later work. "Once 
upon a wickedness, I fell into some arms, " begins 
'Buttons'. "Bigger than my belly, tighter than a 
clown/The key was heavy in my little purse, and 
every penny burned when I turned and tried to 
run. " Maclure drags her voice reluctantly along 
a frightening path overhung with briars of noise. 

On both Cat's Cradle and Becoming Pumajaw, 
dream-lore is interspersed with more classical 
fare, such as traditionals 'Rosemary Lane' and 
'Fine Flowers In The Valley'. Pumajaw point out 
the dark inconsistency, the fluttering at the heart 
of folk: its ability to recite, and then forswear a 
point of view; the abruptness of its tragedy, the 
abandonment of its swift conclusion. Into the 
silence after, into the meaning-gap, Pumajaw pour 
their capricious sound - and they mean to leave the 
listener no reprieve. 



Current 93 



Soft Black Stars (Durtro Jnana) 
Birth Canal Blues (Durtro Jnana) 

DavidTibet's ravings sound like the obscure, 
classically educated rantings of a prophet of 
entropy set adrift in the modern world. He 
calls hopelessly for a lost spirituality (while 
occasionally reminiscing about cats). Soft 
Black Stars etched a high watermark for 
Current 93's drift into poised, piano-led 
melancholia; its intensely personal mode and 
beatific mood are filled with Tibet's evolving 
wonder at the sadness of things. He delivers 



his concerns with such conviction that they 
make as much mystical sense whispered 
in the company of a few well chosen 
chords as they ever did via the gnashing 
of powerhouse screams. Birth Canal Blues 
is a more recent addition in a similar style, 
spruced up for a wider release having initiall; 
been sold only at gigs. The piano leads, but 
1 years' difference means that when the 
vicious stabs of jarring FX shred Tibet's 
vocals, the brutal contrast with gentle 
melody remains gripping. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Death Cab For Cutie 



Something About Airplaines (Barsuk) 

Ben Gibbard's voice must be one of the most 
recognisable in the indie-rock sphere; while 
its uncluttered, semi-lethargic tones first 
came to mainstream attention with the 
release of The Postal Service's one-off 
album, Give Up, he's been cultivating it 
into a subdued rebellion since Death Cab 
For Cutie's debut, here repackaged in 
baby-boy 's-bedroom-blue and bundled 
with a bonus live CD. 'BendTo Squares' 
is an apt opener, slowly and determinedly 



acclimatising its drowned hopes to a sense 
of soft pacifism. 'Champagne From A Paper 
Cup' sits futile, alone. But despite Gibbard's 
delivery epitomising the sort of gangly 
vulnerability and hypersensitivity that 
belongs to a certain sample of American 
kids, one can't help but feel he errs towards 
the gratifyingly miserablist.This is a subtle 
record, and that's the point; but, listening 
retrospectively, the fraught peaks and 
troughs of more recent albums Plans 
and Transatlanticism are sorely missed. 
Lauren Strain 
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Pavement 

Brighten The Corners: Nicene Creedence Edition (Domino) 

Now that everyone's been copying California's slacker 
champions for 1 years, Pavement don't seem so weird 
anymore. But weird is what they were. In a good way, 
obviously - all jaunty and off-kilter, devoid of obvious 
structure and an antidote to everything you hated. Plus, they had beef with 
the right things. Stephen Malkmus fought our battles. 1 997's Brighten The 
Corners was the quintet's fourth record, on which they jammed hard and 
waxed lyrical. It's also a record that Malkmus places outside of the band's 
classics. But if you're reading this, you probably know that. So the reasons 
to part with your money lie (maybe) in the B-sides, (more likely) in the live 
sessions and (most probably) in the unreleased tracks. Of which there are 
six, 1 1 and 1 respectively. But do you really need 'Nigel', one of many 
sauntering Brighten The Corners outtakes presumably deemed inadequate 
for the original? Or versions of 'Chevy (Old To Begin)' and 'Roll With The 
Wind (Roxy)' with different overdubs? I'd hazard that even the obsessed will 
grant these cuts a solitary listen. The thing is, because Pavement seemed to 
find it all so easy, they became easy to take for granted - and all this package 
does is remind you of how essential and unparalleled the five LPs they made 
were. All of which you should buy immediately, if for some reason you don't 
already own them. 
Tom Howard 



Grow Up 



The Best Thing/Without Wings 
(Boutique) 



Spherical Objects 



Part And Parcel/Elliptical Optimism 

(Boutique) 

Further Ellipses/No Man's Land 

(Boutique) 



The Noyes Brothers 



Sheep From Goats (Boutique) 

Good news for those inspired byAuteur 
Labels' Object Mws/'ccompilation (reviewed 
opposite): the release coincides with the 
first ever reissues of several of that label's 
key albums. There are a whopping 44 tracks 
here - or four albums - from Spherical 
Objects, led by label founder Steve Solamar; 
we also hear from The Noyes Brothers 
(Solamar's act with Steve Miro) and Grow 
Up (led by Spherical Objects guitarist John 
Bisset-Smith). 

As those parentheses suggest, it's all 
just a tad incestuous, and the merely curious 
might do better to stop at the compilation. 
But the original records bear up remarkably 
well, no doubt benefiting from Object's 
emphasis on the album format at a time 
when most of their contemporaries placed 
more emphasis on singles. Spherical Objects 
probably emerge most favourably, Elliptical 
Optimism and Further Ellipses being the 
most rewarding moments on their arc from 
punk to increasingly experimental, synth- 
based sounds. But Grow Up are excellent 
too, justifying Paul Morley's claim that they 
encompassAyers, Brechtian cabaret, 
Beefheart and Lou Reed. 
Marcus O'Dair 



The Flirtations 



Sounds Like The Flirtations (RPM) 

One thing the British are good at is 
taking American things, making them 
better and selling them back to the 
Americans. Dusty, Estelle. . .erm, Bush? 
The Flirtations, too; and they weren't shy 
of showing off about it. Honeyed harmonies 
tell tales of yearning and staring moonfully 
into the middle distance, and all that. It's 
the sort of stuff the oft-lauded Sugababes 
would give their eye teeth to sound 
like. While never quite reaching the hysteric 
grandeur of the Supremes ('Momma I'm 
Coming Home' and 'Stay' are pretty flat 
moments), 'Nothing But a Heartache' 



did a good job of emulating and competing 
with what was going on across the pond; 
and it still stands up now. 
Natalie Boxall 



Harry Pussy 



You'll Never Play This Town Again (Load) 

For the days when Pussy Galore's Dial 'M' 
For Motherfucker and Trout Mask Replica 
don't quite hit the mark, there's always 
Harry Pussy. You'll Never Play This Town 
Again collects 42 tracks, each one clocking 
in somewhere between 1 6 seconds and 
1 7 minutes, documenting the later life of 
these mid-Nineties Miami noise-rockers. 
What at first sounds deranged and virtually 
formless gradually betrays its own perverse 
logic: Dan Hosker's guitar hides deceptively 
intricate, jazzy patterns within its hectic 
manglings, while manic drummer/vocalist 
Adris Hoyos' jabbery sing-song/guttural 
roar occupies its own point on the timeline 
between Lydia Lunch and RoloTomassi's 
Eva Spence. 

The best stuff is found mid-disc in 
the shape of a crisply recorded live set 
which features some great crowd banter 
("Thanks for coming out, we're Radiation 
Nation . . .this next song is dedicated to 
George Kelly because he got here late, it's 
called 'You Just Make Me WantTo Die'") and 
feels like the best way to experience Harry 
Pussy: not just as shreddy brain-ache, but 
splattering all over your face with humour 
and irreverence intact. 
Louis Pattison 



Hawkwind 



Spirit Of The Age: From Atomhenge To 
Earth Ritual, An Anthology 1 976-1 984 
(Cherry Red) 

The Dream Goes On: From The Black 
Sword To Distant Horizons, An 
Anthology 1 985-1 997 (Cherry Red) 
Speaking to Optimo's J D Twitch recently, 
the Glaswegian DJ surprised me by saying, 
" Hawkwind, for me, are up there with 
canonical bands like Neu ! or Can . . .every 
record they made in the Seventies is 
phenomenal". Plenty of evidence of 
Hawkwind's greatness present throughout 
the first of these lavish box-sets, both of 
which chart the long, meandering history of 
one of rock's oddest bands. Spirit Of The Age 
includes much of the Robert Calvert-infused 



material from classic albums like Astounding 
Sounds, Amazing Musicand Quark, 
Strangeness And Charm as well as numerous 
outtakes and previously unreleased material 
from the time. 

The Dream Goes On is more of a 
curate's egg. Featuring the highlights of the 
ever-changing line up that constituted the 
Hawkwind story between 1 985 and 1 997, 
it is perhaps best enjoyed by true fans only. 
Even Twitch had to acknowledge that 
Hawkwind " lost their way from the mid 
Eighties onward". While there may be 
more than a little truth in that, there's 
still much to explore - and these two 
extensive collections provide as good a 
place as any to start. 
Stuart Aitken 



Sven Libaek 



Inner Space OST (Votary) 

Wes Anderson plucked this rare pearl from 
the clamshell of obscurity, plugging a few 
cuts into his Steve Zissou picture where they 
fit like an old pair of flippers. Made in the 
Seventies for Australian TV, Inner Space 
was a documentary about the depths of 
our waters featuring cool music composed 
by jazz master Sven Libaek. Libaek had a 
host of smooth operatives at his disposal, 
and together they made waves of woozy 
effervescence. A shoal of flutes go fishing 
around, deep vibes create the rhythm of 
the sea, the timpani add a shimmer and a 
buoyant tuba evokes midget sea monsters. 
But apart from the ominous 'Crown Of 
Thorns', the album lacks the menace of Jaws; 
'Attacking Sharks' is so unthreateningly 
funky one would be tempted to dive in at 
the sight of a darting dorsal if one were not 
aware of such an endeavour's stupidity. 
Shane Moritz 



Mark Tucker 



InTheSack(DeStijl) 

Originally released in 1 982, In The Sack 
holds a couple of outsider pop moments 
close to the surface of what is undeniably 
a curiosity -y'know, the kind that wriggles 
its way into being, is forgotten and then 
springs back into view thanks to online 
discographies and a global interest in 
recovering everything, no matter how 
obscure. Haphazard spoken word sections 
and domestic environmental recordings 
suffuse meandering instrumentals with a 
kind of homeliness. Two ear-bending songs 
stand out: 'Everywhere With Sally' and 'Sultry 
Summer Siren' glimmer with oddness. The 
latter's processed electronic rhythms and 
deliciously filtered violin are loopy enough, 
and, since the former has backwards 
vocals reversed to become intelligible, 
its disconnected feel sets the mood to 
utterly peculiar. 
Richard Fontenoy 



A Factory Box Set (Rhino) 

Thirty years since its inception, Manchester 
label Factory is almost better known for 
founderTony Wilson and the hedonistic 
antics of its associated Hacienda club than 
for its actual music.This four CD anniversary 
box set, compiled by the ubiquitous Jon 
Savage, puts the record straight. Except for 
ESG, apparently excluded due to licensing 
bollocks, all the usual suspects feature: Joy 
Division, New Order, Happy Mondays, Durutti 
Column, A Certain Ratio, CabaretVoltaire, 



OMD and even James, who had a brief stint 
at the label. Yet it's the lesser known acts 
that seal Factory's posthumous reputation. 
Miaow, Section 25 or BitingTongues might 
not have had high profile arthouse films 
made about them but they still sound superb. 
Even the most famous stuff ('Love Will Tear 
Us Apart', 'Blue Monday', 'Step On') benefits 
from contextualisation among its original 
peers ratherthan among the usual generic 
indie disco staples. The sole bum note is 
New Order's 'World In Motion', which 
impresses only in sounding every bit as 
shit now as it did 1 8 years ago. 
Marcus O'Dair 



Auteur Labels: Object Music 
(Les Temps Modernes) 

The superb Les Temps Modernes present the 
latest in their fairly self-explanatory Auteur 
Labels series, this time profiling Manchester 
post-punk imprint Object Music. Heavily 
involved in the Manchester Musicians' 
Collective and championed by Paul Morley, 
the parallels with rough contemporaries 
Factory are clear. As the liner notes 
acknowledge, they were never as hip as 
that label, but founder Steve Solamar's 
band, Spherical Objects, certainly bear 
comparison with Factory's output; Grow 
Up, Steve Miro and The Passage likewise. 
The Passage, in particular, shine, and it's a 
shame they didn't benefit from the full album 
reissue treatment currently enjoyed by their 
contemporaries (see earlier review). But 
it's all quality stuff, running the gamut from 
indie pop to instrumental reggae, and even 
the straighter moments retain a clear sense 
of experimentation. Oh, and killing insects 
never sounded as charming as it does in the 
frantic, quirky hands of Zero IQ. 
Marcus O'Dair 



Eccentric SouhThe Young Disciples 
(Numero) 

"The world is changing now! " For a second 
you believe LaVel Moore. 'Change' is, after 
all, the new word of our time. The latest 
compilation in Numero's Eccentric Sou 'I 'series 
documents the scene that grew up around 
Allen Merry in East St Louis during the late 
Sixties. Listening now, it seems improbable 
that this was the music that kept people 
off of the streets (Merry taught local kids 
plagued by disaffection in his studio at the 
South End Community Centre, encouraging 
them to create and record). Angry crunk 
and dark pop do now what evangelical 
vocals and rattling funk did for these post- 
segregation kids, which actually makes The 
Young Disciples difficult to identify with. But 
this music saved lives, and at least a little of 
that conviction bleeds through. 
Matthew She ret 



Titan: It'sAII Pop! (Numero) 

It's All Pop! contains the complete releases 
of Missouri's Titan ! imprint. Secrets are the 
undeniable stars of the record, but artists 
like Arlis ! and Gary Charlson keep up the 
affected bounce and shoulder-rolling. These 
songs scream fun through a kind of Marty 
McFly version of pop music that somehow 
manages to bridge Eighties synths with 
Fifties rock'n'roll; it wants you to grab your 
girl and a soda and head to the arcades. It's 
such a shame, then, that it bores me to tears. 



78 1 plan b 



albums reissues 




brave old world 

Words: Dickon Edwards 
Illustration: Elliott Elam 

Various Artists 

I'll Give You My Heart, I'll Give You My HeartThe 
Cherry Red Records Singles Collection 1 978-1 983 
(Cherry Red) 

"Look out, here comes Cherry Red/They'll 
sign you up for 50 quid/You'll be making 
records in a shed". So spat Lawrence during 
his Denim period. But maybe the former Felt 
miserablist isn't really as ungracious as that: 
last June he took to the stage with Cherry 
Red boss lain McNay to accept an award for 
the Pillows And Prayers reissue. And he even 
smiled (it's on YouTube). 

There's an equally rare instance of a 
Lawrence smile here, too, some 26 years 
ago. It's in the booklet that accompanies 
this chronological time-mapping (notto 
saytime-gobbling) collection of Cherry Red's 
first five years of singles. Eight full CDs of the 
stuff. How much vintage Cherry Red do you 
need? I guess it depends on your heart. The 
label is pure heart, after all: every track is a 
testament to the stuff of love, the stuff of 
life, the stuff of kindness, the stuff that gets 
the blood pumping. Right from the opening 
line of Malvern punks The Tights' 'Bad Hearts', 



ch kicks off the label and gives the 

collection its title, it's there: a sense of genuine 
big-heartedness, as opposed to cool minds. 
Certainly none of the careful, self-aware 
aesthetics of those other collectable indie 
labels of the Eighties: Factory, Rough Trade, 
Creation, 4AD, Sarah. You couldn't point to 
a Cherry Red type of raincoat, or guitar pedal, 
or hairslide. Though this sense of 'anything 
goes, no really, ANYTHING!' inevitably means 
that the col lection frustrates and baffles as 
much as it delights. 

Alongside invulnerable gems by Felt, The 
Monochrome Set and Marine Girls, there's an 

A testament to the 
stuff of love 

awful lot of divisive fare jostling for attention. 
Not least proggy B-sides by Thomas Leer, 
early Marc Bolan tracks released as new 
singles, Morgan Fisher's indulgent novelty 
covers bands, or Attila The Stockbroker's 
performance poetry. There's also a palpable 
lurch in tone when A&R maverick Mike 
Alway joins the label in 1980. Up 'til then 
it's mostly punk rock and new wave: Destroy 
All Monsters, Hollywood Brats, The Runaways, 
Dead Kennedys. After Alway's appearance, 
the label explodes into a spectrum of 



left-field adventure. Cue lots of earnest young 
men artily droning in synthesizer caves (Five 
Or Six, The Passage, Eyeless In Gaza), scratchy 
guitartypes (The Nightingales, Medium 
Medium) and the sad-eyed jazz of Ben Watt 
and Tracey Thorn. 

The box also bears witness to the way 
Cherry Red helped artists to blossom on 
record. Ben Watt's debut single is flailing 
juvenilia, butforthefollow-up he's paired 
with none other than Robert Wyatt, forcing 
Young Ben to up his game sharpish. After 
that, Watt's voice is as confidently beautiful 
as, well, Tracey Thorn's. Talk about a 
crash course. As is the tradition with 
wallowing-based box sets like this, the 
booklet is duly stuffed with new interviews 
and old music press clippings in those lovely 
old A/ME and Melody Maker early Eighties 
fonts (sigh...) There are revelations, hindsight 
and hubris, anorak tidbits, tears, regrets, 
mistakes made, and, in one case, a mistake 
corrected. To wit, the sad tale of Second 
Layer. Their 'Courts Or Wars' single made it 
to acetate but not to the shops: a rare moment 
when Cherry Red cared a hoot about sales. 
Rather than include it on the rarities disc, 
the single has been restored to its rightful 
position in the main chronology. Hearts in 
the right place, there. 



Given that the progressive momentum of 
what would become post-punk was forming 
during the period that this compilation 
covers (1978-1981), it's easy to see these 
tracks as curios, examples of a dead-end 
micro-scene that the world at large wouldn't 
respond to. 
Matthew Sheret 



The Best Of Mr Bongo (Mr Bongo) 

Apparently, there i/i/asworld music between 
Paul Simon's Gracelandand Vampire 



Weekend, and this compilation, issued 
to commemorate the 20th anniversary of 
shop-cum-label Mr Bongo, is the proof. The 
Bongo folks' Latin origins are manifest in 
tracks by 'king of the timbales'TitoPuente, 
Brazilians Joyce and Seu Jorge and even 
a version of 'Girl From Ipanema'. What the 
collection really shows, however, is how 
far the label has grown from those roots to 
encompass the afrobeat of Lekan Babalola 
and Sean Kuti, the reggae of Prince Fatty and 
even the old skool hip hop of Down By Law, 
from the film Wild Style -plus The Incredible 



Bongo Band's cover of 'Apache', later 
sampled to death by hip-hop and 
drum'n'bass artists. Some of the remixes 
sound dated and overly polite, but overall, 
it's a worthy tribute to a fine label. 
Marcus O'Dair 



Treacle Toffee World (RPM) 

Featuring 1 8 tracks signed to the publishing 
arm ofThe Beatles' Apple venture, all dating 
from 1 967 to 1 969, Treacle Toffee World 'is 
like a softer, more English and not-quite-as- 



good companion to the seminal Nuggets 
compilation. Opening track, Fire's 'Father's 
Name Is Dad', actually appears on Nuggets 
II. Yet, listen up, trivia fans: this one is 
apparently a re-recorded version, and 
there are various other B-sides, demos 
and unreleased tracks to tempt psych 
aficionados. To the rest of us, it's simply 
a charming snapshot of a time when pop 
was actually good: Denis Couldry's 'Tea And 
Toast Mr Watson' surely deserved better than 
its B-side status. 
Marcus O'Dair 
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some kind of monster 

Words: Luke Haines 

Luke Haines was the sour face lurking in the kitchen at Britpop party, hunting 
through the cupboards for something toxic to pour in the punch. Now, with 
mid-Nineties memoir Bad Vibes: Britpop And My Part In Its Downfall, he picks 
up a poison pen to settle some old scores. Plan B has this exclusive excerpt 



BAROQUE JESUS LIZARD 

June-July 1995. A bell rings mournfully and 
throughout London a familiar cry permeates the air: 
'Bring out your dead. ' And lo, 12, 000 corpses are 
brought to Mile End stadium, where Blur play a 
concert. Take That are number one in the singles 
chart. Again. 

It's teatime in Camden Town. I've just pulled up the 
ragged, filthy carpets in my front room, exposing 
rotting floorboards. Perhaps one day the floor will 
do the decent thing and swallow me up whole. 
Christ, I hate this fucking house, but at the moment 
I've got to sit tight, gather up my possessions and 
shore up. Bunker mentality. The doorbell rings. I'm 
not expecting guests. Foolishly, I forget to pretend 
to be out. 

'Man, your apartment looks like shit' says Gene 
Horowitz, unannounced, uninvited and 
unexpected. 

'I live in a Georgian townhouse, not an 
apartment, but you're right about it looking like 
shit. What the fuck are you doing here anyway?' 

Gene pushes past. 'Mind if my buddies come in - 
Come on in, Kirk and pals . . .' 

Introductions are made and Gene and his three 
buddies squeeze up together in an awkward line 
on my tiny two-person sofa. I wonder why on earth 
three quarters of Metallica, whom I have never met 
before, are sitting in my tiny ruined front room. 

Gene Horowitz, sensing an impasse between 
unfriendly host pariah and multi-platinum-global- 
conquering-rockgodheads, says the worst thing 



possible: 'Hey, Jesus, I was telling Kirk about your 
new album.' To Kirk: 'They got Albini in to produce.' 
'Woah,' says Kirk Hammett, poodle-haired lead 
guitar god, inferring a presumed gravitas that no 
other word could possibly convey. 'Put it on, man' 
says Gene. 'You've got to get this stuff out into the 



I wonder why on earth 
three quarters of 
Metallica are sitting in 
my tiny front room 



world; you can't hide it forever.' 

Oh but that is exactly what I want to do. Since 
finishing the album I have been suffering an acute 
case of buyer's remorse and haven't listened to the 
damned thing since the studio playback. So with 
heavy heart I fish out a cassette of what will become 
After Murder Park. I press PLAY, slope off into the 
kitchen and contemplate putting cutlery in the 
washing machine and setting itto spin -anything 
to drown out the depressing din coming from the 
front room. 

'Woah,' says Kirk Hammett. 

'It's like . . . It's like . . .' Gene's struggling to tell 
me what my new album's like. I am actually 
genuinely interested, as by now I have no idea. 
Then, a window of clarity in the fog of Gene 
Horowitz's mind. 'It's like Baroque Jesus Lizard.' 



Baroque, it should be stated, is pronounced 'bar- 
roke'. 'Yeah, that's it,' he continues, pleased with 
himself. 'Baroque Lizard.' 

Britpop is reverberating the length and breadth 
of the country, and I have just invented something 
called Baroque Jesus Lizard. 

'Woah ! ' says Kirk Hammett. Correctly 
summarising my predicament. And with that they're 
off. Happy to have witnessed the birth of a new 
musical movement. Woah indeed. 

Readers can buy Bad Vibes (RRP: £12.99) for the 
special price of £10.99 incl free UKp&p. To order 
please call 01206 255 800 and quote the ref 'Plan 
B'. Offer ends 28th February 2009. 



BAD VIBES 



Luke Haines 




Bad Vibes: Britpop And My Part 
In Its Downfall (Random House) 

Probably best to state this before going 
any further: as far as I'm concerned, Luke 
Haines is Jesus Christ. When life throws 
me troubles I look deep inside and ask 
"What would Luke Haines do?" And 
then I glower, and the world's a better 
place through misanthropy's cheery shadows. So, yeah, I'm 
a little biased. It doesn't matter. When you like Luke Haines 
for what he's worth liking for, if you come to praise him, you 
can just as easily end up burying him. And he's fine with that, 
as memorably hissed in later solo track, 'The OliverTwist 
Manifesto' - "You've gotta believe me when I say I never 
wanted to be liked". 

He succeeds admirably in his memoir, which focuses on 
the stretch from the Auteurs' early debuts to placing his Black 
Box Recorder in the ashes of Britpop. " My twenties: when 
I was young and cruel", as he puts it in his intro, before going 
on to present himself with the absolute minimum of 
hindsight's tweaking. In other words, he often comes across 
as Momus once described him - "the Adolf Hitler of Britpop" . 
It's a charge to which Haines objects. That's more like Albarn. 
He's Albert Speer. 

You can read it for the tales of mental breakdown and 
excess you get from most rock biogs - my personal favourite 
involves a fairly justifiable murder attempt with a flare-gun. 
You can read it for Haines-eye takes on his key mythological 
events- his getting the Auteurs kicked off a The The tour, the 
leap/fall which lead to him being wheelchair-bound while 
writing After Murder Park, sending Anarchist Cookbook 
pages out in lieu of a press release for the Baader Meinhof 
single. And - as the subtitle suggestions - you can read it for 
the acid portraits of most major Britpop players - like, say, his 
first sighting of Britpop's golden couple, capturing Albarn and 
Frischman as "a gruesome couple. . .a pair of greedy 
hobgoblins, knocking down small children in their path. . . ". 

But what catches the imagination, and separates it and 
distinguishes BadVibesftom most rock biogs, is Haines' 
relationship with the music itself and a culture that surrounds 
it. Yeah, you may expect some of the former analysis of the fin 
de siecle empty triumphalism decadence of Britpop, but the 
piercing and honest appraisals of actual songs surprises. 
Not many musicians do this, and Haines' does so fearlessly, 
extolling and lacerating his output as much as everyone else. 

For the candidness, it's still a book of myth-building - at 
times, it seems like an origin story. For all the years in the 
wilderness pre-Auteurs, its these frustrations of the Nineties 
which forged him into the glorious curmudgeon who justifies 
a memoir entirely. You can almost picture Haines - 
reeeeaching here, go with me - as Rorschach in Watchmen; 
in the same way Rorschach wasn't really Rorschach until he'd 
seen the worst of humanity, those Auteurs albums were 
bucolic dabbling compared to what happened when he 
found himself a sane man in insane times, realising an insane 
reaction was the only way to go. Cue After Murder Park, 
Baader Meinhof and beatification in my own personal church. 

We ends with Haines, on the morning of Diana's death, 
on the other side of a Camden road weakly waving back at a 
friendly Noel Gallagher. After reading this, you're left with the 
sense that that side of the road suits him best. Which means 
it's the most un-Hainesian thing of all: a happy ending. 
KieronGillen 
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Print DIY gets a new lease of life 
at the Women's Library Zine Fest 



For a format that's 
supposed to have 
been made obsolete 
by the internet, 
zines are everywhere 
right now. 

In London over 
the last few months, 
we've had the 
massive London 
Zine Symposium, the 
ComicaComiket(an 
underground comics 
fair at the ICA) and 
Handmade And 
Bound, a festival of zines, comics and artists books. 
In November, Zineswap launched - a place you can 
post a bundle ofyourownscribblings in return for 
stuff made by other people. Musicians like Jeffrey 
Lewis and Los Campesinos!, comedians like Josie 
Long and promoters like Twee As Fuck are making 
their own to hand out at shows or slip into album 
sleeves. And at the end of January, the Women's 
Library's annual Zine Fest rolls back into east 
London, with workshops, screenings and talks 
centred around cut'n'paste publishing. Wasn'tthe 
internet meant to kill 
all this off years ago? 
RedChidgey, the 
woman behind Zine 
Fest, has a couple 
of theories why it 
hasn't. A 29-year-old 
researcher at Sussex 
University, she's made 
zines for a decade, 
r used to run a queer/ 
feminist distro called 
Fingerbangand 
currently has 17 
archived boxes of 
zinesjunking up her living room. "I wantthings 
to read in the bath and on cold bus journeys and 
to send to people I secretly crush on, " she explains, 
before letting me in on a little secret. "Zines are 
great dating tools. You can seduce people by 
passing them your little bit of cut and paste glory. " 
At Zine Fest there'll be plenty of opportunities 
to make eyes at people over copies of Honey 
Spectacular and Soul Junk. You'll be able to try 
out screen-printing and zine-making sessions, 
discuss queer zines and publishing collectives 
(feminist newspaper Outwrite, New Zealand's 





Cherry Bomb Comics), 
browse stalls and 
check out a comic- 
book art exhibition. 
The Women's Library 
is the perfect place 
to hold the event: 
an 82-year-old 
institution dedicated 
to documenting 
women's lives, it has 
a big, still-growing 

(zine collection of its 
own (stretching from 
the likes of fi//c/n/ AT/7/ 
#1 and 2 to AMP, made by Plan B's own Miss AMP) 
which sits alongside vintage journals with names 
like Dykelife and Guild Of Lady Drivers. 

Guys are welcome to the party, but Zine Fest 
is solely dedicated to the work of women. Why? 
"We make the best zines, " Red says happily. 
"Funny, gory, informative, sexy. And I'm interested 
in tracing the histories of young women publishing 
their own work - it's not about waiting for someone 
to temporarily hand over the creative reins on a 
male-dominated project. I personally like to discover 



'You can seduce 
people by passing 
them your little bit of 
cut and paste glory' 



zines where girls have taken the initiative and 
produce by the fuck-load because they have to, 
because it's like a compulsion. " 

Like music or 
books or films, you 
often have to read 
quite a lot of mediocre 
zines before you find 
the good ones, but it's 
totally worth it. 

"Most people 
read really bad zines," 
Red says, "And think, 
holy shit, I could do 
better than that! 







And then they do, 
and the great circle 
continues." At the 
moment she's making a tiny book that's going 
to get folded up into an Earl Grey tea packet and 
slipped inside the cover of something bigger. 
"This is what I love about zines, " she says, 
"You can do what the fuck you want. " 

ZineFest takes place at The Women s Library 
London Metropolitan University January 24. 
Tickets are free, but booking required. 
www.myspace.com/zinefest 

Cover artists, clockwise from top left: 

The Hand That Cradles The Rock and Varla s Passed Out 
Again by Red Chidgey, Friends OfPollyby Helena and Humey, 
and Adventures In Menstruating^) Chella Quint 

reading matter: zines to watch 



Red Chidgey recommends: Doris, Race Revolt, 
Morgenmuffel, JDs, The BentPentacle 
Isy Morgenmuffel recommends; Fart Party Comics, 
List, Super Happy Anarcho Fun Pages, Scratch that Itch, 
Last Hours, Hey Monkey Riot!, Rum lad, Viva Voce, 
Profane Existence, 325, Bite The Hand That Feeds The 
Poisoned Food 
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JUL Harmony Korine 

M J^L The Collected Fanzines 

^U|ft (Drag City) 

M .M Whilethecultof 

Ml Harmony Korine 

-— .jifl is based around 

V* \^>fv- " ; the strange and 

U j| challenging series 

H Hi of images which 

H ;H he contributed 

^^*^™ to the late Nineties - 

the accordion-playing bunny boy of Gummo, 
MacauleyCulkin's bloated kisser in Sonic Youth's 
'Sunday' video, Chloe Sevigny's corn-coloured 
afro crested atop her head in Julien Donkey-Boy 
-those are only part of a much larger picture, 
a multimedia collage that explores the outer 
fringes of entertainment from black metal and 
Appalachian folk to tap dancing and street 
fights, often with the sole intention of raising a 
chuckle. Korine is the artist as clown, the lack of 
serious motive arousing suspicion in many who 
encounter his work, the earliest examples of 
which have been recently reprinted into a deluxe 
box set (the $ 1 00 price tag is the first laugh). 

Available for the first time since their limited 
art gallery pressings in the mid-Nineties, the 
seven zines collected here contain the then 
teenager's earliest attempts at mapping out a 
modern-day vaudeville practice - cheap, bawdy 
and juvenile. The most successful of these, such 
as Humor, Humer, or Oh Death, Where Is Thy 
Sting offer randomly sequenced photocopies of 
zingers ("His luck was so bad aspirin gave him 
headaches"), deadpan narratives and scripted 
dialogues (one between Dean Stockwell and his 
wife concerns his regrets at becoming a child 
actor), quotations both visual (a poster for the 
1980 film Out of the Blue, a page from a Donald 
Barthelme short story) and textual (a Linda 
Ronstadt interview) plus a load of invented 
celebrity rumours - " Diana Ross hated the movie 
When Harry Met Sally" , for example. 

Squint yr way through pages of Korine's 
playschool handwriting, his infantile fascinations 



Truly an American 
artist 



with disability and sex, and what eventually 
becomes clear is the singularity of his voice, 
a confident welding of pop art, surrealism, 
cornball jokes, Southern Gothictones-with 
the latter's fear of God replaced by fear of 
sincerity; in perfect harmony with a time in 
which irony is the new Satan. 

While much of Korine's writing and imagery 
here act retrospectively as a trial run for the 
content of Gummo, these zines aren't solely 
historical curios. His skills as a storyteller mean 
that the juxtapositions of content have an 
arresting flow, and the voice throughout works 
to create a character as superficial and depraved 
as Warhol, confirming finally what Harmony 
Korine has always said of himself -that he is truly 
an American artist. 
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OK, so clearly you have memorised (at least) 
one piece of ridiculous hyperbole regarding 
yrself . Please quote your favourite here. 

" I've been blessed/cursed over the years to have 
provoked the journalist, poor thing, into getting his 
thesaurus and trying to define what he's hearing 
with words. Seems like a silly thing to do - 1 always 
believed that one makes music because sometimes 
words are not enough to convey the elation, turmoil 
and all that one feels inside. However, I did always 
feel quite amused by, and a little sorry for, the 
journalist who described my guitar playing as 
'shards of ethereal light' or some such nonsense. " 

What is the biggest misconception about you? 

"The one about me retiring from music, and living 
from my endless royalties. Then there is the one 
about me being overweight- when quite obviously 
I'm the correct weight, just the wrong height. Then 
the one, which seems endless, where people think 
that it must say 'ex Cocteau Twins' after my name 
on my birth certificate and passport. . . " 

Do you read your own press releases? 

" My first reaction is to go through with a marker 
pen and scratch out all the hyperbole. The trouble 



'One makes music 
because words are 
not enough' 



is that you are left with a sentence which says 
'Robin Guthrie has a new record out', which is not 
really any use to anyone. It can feel like they talk 
about another person with a different music. " 

What was your worst interview experience? 

"Doing an interview by email like this is pretty much 
my worst experience as I resent doing the job of the 
journalist for the journalist. I mean, it's pretty lazy of 
you, right? You people should be doing something 
otherthan cutting and pasting my replies, no?" 

Correct your worst misquote. 

"That time that I said the music industry was 
infested by 'evil, greedy, self serving thieves' should 
have read 'evil, greedy, self-serving thieves'. They, of 
course, missed out the hyphen." 



Has music criticism ever actually helped 
improve yr work, even only in spotting a 
mistake or providing a second opinion? 

"Probably the opposite. I wasn't really put on this 
planet to be judged. If you don't like what I do, 
well, that's none of my business. Of course, I'm only 
human - if exposed to your opinion, I tend to take 
on board the negative things while not even hearing 
the positive. And that's when I just get spiteful and 
carry on doing things the way I like them. How's that 
for positive, huh?" 

What do you do when a band you don't like 
cite you as an influence? 

"The better question is 'What do you do when a 
band who obviously has been influenced by you 
c/oesn'fciteyouasan influence'. Either way, good 
luck to them, they obviously have taste. " 

Do you ever Google yourself? What's the best/ 
worst/weirdest experience resulting from this? 

"No, but my friends do and regularly send me shit 
I'd rather not see. My children show me pictures 
that I'd rather they didn't see while saying 'What's 
with the hair?' or 'You look fat in this one' or simply 
'This isfucked-up shit, dad'." 

What's the favourite of your record covers and 
why? What does it, y'know, say about you? 

"Imperial. It has a beautiful naked woman on it. 
It says about me: 'Look, there's an old bloke who 
likes beautiful naked women'. I can think of worse 
things than the appreciation of beauty. " 

What brilliant (at the time) ideas regarding 
'direction' or presentation or whatever are you 
now glad you never followed? 

"When I was younger I guess I followed a few ideas 
for presentation which I regret but I didn't have the 
self-confidence and reliance that I do now, so was 
more easily influenced. Nowadays, I never have 
the idea to follow a direction so the problem never 
arises. Making music has been like a personal 
documentary, reflecting the happenings, people, 
places and influences which my life has been made 
of. No room for cerebral concepts or directions 
there, I'm afraid." 

What's the most actually fairly insane thing a 
fan has done to impress you? 

"It impresses me when people actually take the time 
to explain to me their experiences with my music 
over the years. It illustrates that over time my music 
belongs less to me and more to them - it's become 
a backdrop for their life, meeting the wife, children 
being born, that summer when they were students 
and were so high they could understand the lyrics, 
that sort of thing. That's a big responsibility and 
more than a little scary. I try to be courteous and 
interested, sign the albums, get the photo taken - 
these are the people who have been feeding 
my family for most of my life and it's nice to give 
something back. Now, none of this is insane - it's 
really wholesome and beautiful. What's insane 
is imagining that I was somehow aware of the 
profound effect that my music has had on people 
and that I was aware of that all the along. I wasn't. 
I've always been in a vacuum and very remote from 
that sort of thing. Or, asking for an autograph on 
a half-eaten kebab. . .urn, that got my attention. " 

What's the worst question you've ever been 
asked? What was your answer? 

" Recently, in Russia I was asked, 'Robin, you've 
been doing all these performances, albums, movies, 
producing - aren't you just a bit tired of it all?' and 
I thought hard and realised that although that's 
probably the most perfect and caring question 
I've ever been asked, I'm just not quite tired of it 
all enough yet." 



82 | plan b 



Start the year as you mean to go on - with a subscription to Plan B magazine. Sign up 
now, and you'll get Plan B through your letterbox every month, saving you money on 
the cover price and ensuring you never miss a copy again. How's that for a New Year's 
resolution? Easier to keep than most, we reckon. 

New subscribers can choose from a bunch of free stuff, including this month's offer - 
two fantastic CDs from those crate-digging connoisseurs and curators of mutant music. 
Twisted Nerve and Finders Keepers. Copies are limited, so get yr skates on. 
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Twisted Nerve 10th Anniversary Mix 
(Twisted Nerve) 

Andy Votel's Twisted Nerve is 1 years old this 
year, so the celebrated B-musicologist is celebrating 
with a compilation of choice cuts from the label, 
including Voice Of The Seven Woods, Badly Drawn 
Boy and Graham Massey of 808 State. Rare remixes 
from Cherrystones and Homelife strengthen 
the brew. 



B-Music: Drive In, Turn On, Freak Out 
(Finders Keepers) 

Twisted Nerve sister label presents 2 1 infectious and 
intriguing psych rarities from Turkey to Hong Kong, 
via France, Iceland, Poland and Pakistan - and 
beyond. Guaranteed to blow minds and move 
feet, this compilation has seen various Plan B staff 
members grooving round the office like they're in 
a B-movie of their own. 



To qualify for either offer please mention PB41 on the back of your 
cheque or in the Paypal comments box. You can see our other subscriber 
offers, buy back issues, sort out your subscription, read blogs and 
features, and start fights on the forum at www.planbmag.com 



Subscriptions 

UK- 12 issues for £35 (save £7 on the cover price), 

EU airmail - 1 2 issues for £55 

Rest of the World airmail - 1 2 issues for £75 



Back Issues 

UK-£4.00,EUairmail-£5.50 

Rest of the world airmail - £7.50 

All issues are still available apart from Issue 0. For 

enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com 



Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, 1 56-1 58 Gray's Inn Road, London WC1X 8ED. 
Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card or Paypal 



Plan B says: 

"Finders Keepers Records have earned a reputation 
for boldly treading some of musical history's less 
travelled paths, compiling and reissuing funky 
Anatolian rock, dusty Welsh psych-pop, creeped- 
out Eastern Bloc film soundtracks and primitive 
radiophonica. The label is clearly a labour of love for 
its three co-founders - Twisted Nerve's Andy Votel, 
B-Music's Dominic Thomas, and Delay 68's Doug 
Shipton - and an opportunity for them to share 
some of the vinyl ultra-obscurities they have 
acquired over the years. " 

Find out more attwistednerve.co.uk and 
finderskeepersrecords.com 



Next month in Plan B (Out February 2) 

You'll find your intrepid wordsmiths coaxing the 
likes of Frida Hyvonen, Telepathe and Bat For Lashes 
into turning brainwaves into soundwaves; plus, 
Frances Morgan wraps up warm and ships out to 
Norway in search of Smalltown Superjazz, the label 
behind the fiery jazz eruptions of The Thing and 
Original Silence. Don't miss. 
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THE NEW ALBUM OUT 26.01.09 

DELUXE BOX SET / 2xCD LIMITED EDITION 
CD / 2xLP GATEFOLD / DOWNLOAD 

FEATURES THE SINGLE ULYSSES OUT 19.01.09 
2x7" / CO / DOWNLOAD 

www.franzferdinand.co.uk WWW.D0MIN0REC0RDC0.COM 
WWW.D0MIN0REC0RDC0.COM/MART WWW.D0MIN0REC0RDC0.COM/D0WNL0ADS 



